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Oom for the beſt of Poers heroick, 

If you*l believe two Wits and a Stoickz; 
Down go the 1/iads, down go the & neidos, 
All muſt give place to the Gondiberteiados. 
For to Homer and Yirgil he has a juſt Pique, 

Becauſe ones writ in Latin, the other in Greek 2 
Beſides an old grudge (our Criticks they fay fo) 
With 019, becauſe his Sirname was Naſo, 

If Fiion the fame of a Poet thus raiſes, 

What Poets are you that have writ his praiſes? 

But we juſtly quarrel at this our defear, 

You give us a ſtomach, he gives us no meat, 

A Preface to no Bock, a Porch to no houſe ; 

Here is the Mountain bur where is the Mouſe 2 

Bur, ob, America muſt breed up the Brar, 

From whence *t will return a YV/eſt-Indy Rar. 

For //ill to Virginia is gone from among us, 

Wirh thirty two Slaves, to plant Mundungus. 


Upon ibe Preface of GO NDIBERT, 
Mar, Epig, 
Laſciua eſt nobis Pagina vita proba eſt, 
S Martia.”*s life was grave and ſad, 
Wanting the mirth his Verſes had : 
E ven fo, this our long Preface ſhows, 
Whartere we want, our Book has noſe, 


To St W.DAVENANT, 


I, 
Frer ſo many ſad miſ-haps, 
Af drinking, riming, and of claps, 
I pitty moſt thy laſt relaps, 
© A 3 Thad 


(2) 


2, 
Thar having paſt the Souldiers pains, 
The Stateſ-mens Arts, the Seamens gains, 
Wirth Gondzberz ro break thy brains. 


3 o 
And ſo inceflantly to ply ir, 
To ſacrifice thy fleep, thy dier, 


Thy buſinefle; and what's more, our quicr, 


. 4. 
And all this ſtir ro make a ſtory, 
Not much ſuperior to Tohn Dory, 
Which rhus:n bricf 1 lay befoce ye. 


Fo 
All in the land of Lombardze, 
A Wight there was of _—_ degree, 
Sir Gondibert ycleap'd was he, 


6, 
This Gondibert (as ſays our Authour) 
Got the good will of the Kings daughrer, 
A ſhame ir ſcems, the Divyel ought her. 


7. 
So thus ſucceeded his Diſaſter, 


Being ſure ofthe Daughter of his Maſter, 


He changed his Princefle for a Playſter. 
8. 

Of perſon he was nor ungratious, 

Grave in Debare, in Fight audacious 

Bur in his Ale moſt pervicatious, 


9. 
And this was cauſe of his ſad Fate, 
For in a Drunken-ſtreer Debate 
One night, he got a broken Pare, 


Io. 
. Then being Cur'd, he would nor tarry, 
Bur needs this {impling gir would marry 
Of 4ſtragon the Apothecary, 


To 


OR” Wi9S witn.,c 


(3) 
11, 
To make the thing yer more Romaneie, 
Both wiſe and rich you may him fancie; 
Yer he in both came ſhorr of Plancy, 


Iz, 
And for the Damſel, he did wooe ſo, 
To ſay the truth, ſhe was bur ſo-ſo, 
Not much unlike her of Tobyſo, 

I3, 
Her beauty, though *"rwas nor exceeding, 
Yet what in Face and ſhape was needing, 
She made ir up in Parrs and Breeding, 

14, 

Though all the Science ſhe was rich in, 
Both of the Daicy and the Kirchin : 
Yer ſhe had knowledge more bewitching, 


Is. 

For ſhe had learn'd her Fathers «kill, 
Borh of th'Alimbick and the Srill, 
The Purge, the Porion, and the Pill, 

| I6, 
Bur her chief Talent was a Gliſter, 
And ſuch a hand to adminiſter, 
As on the Breech hath made no bliſter, 


I7, 
So well ſhe handled Gondiverr, 
That though ſhe did not hurt char parr, 
She made a bliſter on his hearr. 

18, 
Into the Garden of her Farther : 
Garden, ſaid 1; or Back-fide rather, 
One night ſhe wear a Roſe to gather. 


þ | J 
The Knight he was nor far behind; 
Full ſcon he had her in the wind ; 


(For Loye can ſmell, though he be blind, ) hee 


( 4) 
2Q, 
Her bufineſle ſhe had finiſh'd ſcarcely, 


When on a gentle bed of Parſly you unt 
cetera ! 


Full fair and ſoft he made her Arſe-ly. 


Upon the continuation of GONDIBERT. 


T Hy Verſes feer ro run fo faſt; 
And thine alas in fertersplact; 

I alwayes thought, and now 1 ſee*r, 

Thy brain's leſs ſtable rhen thy tcer, 
This, *ris, to be ſevere to us, 

For naming Gods and P.gaſ#s. 
Could'ſ thou bur ſuch a horſc have ſhap'r, 

Thou had(ſt with gallant Maſvie ſcap't, 
Or couldſt chou bur frame G yges Ring, 

Long fiace (poor W1/)-rh? had(t been a Wing, 
Thou lieſt nor there for any plor, 

Bur 'cauſe a Poet thou art nor. 
Nor kenſt thou Daphne how thy rimes ſhould rage 

And lift rhe-Poet ore the walled tage : 
*Tis not a Moat can have the fare or power, 

To hold the Muſes, nor great Caeſars Tower, 
Homer and Virgil both thy back-friends have 

The ap cy ro break our of their grave, 
And they that 

Bur lie confin'd and buried alive. 
Nor think ir ſtrange thou art not ſpar'd, 

Bur caſt into a Goale unheard, 
Thoſe anrienrt Bards no better ſped, 
_ Condemn'd by thee though never read : 
Naſo made Deda!ls the Seas to croſs, 

Though the raſh Icar#s were at a loſs. 
Bur this our Anti-Naſo's Muſe doth flutter, 

Like ſtubble gooſe rhar ſcarce gets ore the gutter. 
Theſe colours that they nere may faile, 

Were laid in Sack and Northdayn Ale, 


ight them muſt nor hope to thrive 


The 


| & ; "'0s). ef, 8) nr gh 
The Authour upon himſelf. 
] Am 61d Davenant with my Fuftian quill, _. 
Though skilt I have nor, - $i vngs 
I muſt be writing ſtil 
On Gondibert, 
Tharis not worth a farr. 
Waller and Cowly, *tis true, baye prais'd my book, 
Bur how untruly 
All they that read may look ; + C 
Nor can old Hobbs 
D-:fend me from dry bobbs, 
Then no more Fle dabble , nor pump fancy dry, 
To compoſe a Fable, | 
Shall make W1'l Crofts ro cry, 
O gentle Knight, 
Thou wrir'ſt ro chem that ſhire, 


A Letter ſeat to the good Knight, 
Hou haſt nor beer-thus long negleGted, 
Bur we thy four beſt friends expected, 
Ere this time thou hadſt ſtood corretted, 
Bur fince that Planer govenes till, 
Thar rules thy tedious Fuſtian Quill . 
'Gainſt Nature and the Muſes will. 
When by thy friend's advice and care, 
"Twas hop'd in time thou wouldſt deſpaire 
Togive tn ponnds ro write it faire, 
Leſt thou to all che world wouldſt ſhew it, 
We thought ir fir to ler thee knou it, 
Tho : art a damn'd infipid Poer. 


x25 Vpon Fighting WILL. 
T He King knights Wi// ſor fighting on his fide, 
Yer hen We! comes for fighting ro be tr y'd, 
There is not one in all rhe Armies can 


Say they ere felr, or ſaw this fighting man, | 
| A4 Itrange 


Sure fighting ill like Bafilzsk did ri 
Among the Troops, and all that ſaw ill dy'd , 
Elſe how could i for fighting be a Knight , 
And none alive that eyer ſaw 1/1 fight, - 


In pugnacem Daphnem, 


Pagnacem Daphhem Rex ordine donat Equeſtri, 
Sed quod pugnaſſet cum foret ille reus, 

Arma urumque ferum ſe vel ſenjſſe rogatus , 
Vel vidiſſe quidem Miles utringue negat. 

Tantum equitis mirer campos latwiſſe per omnes , 
Inſegnem viltu Parma it alba licer, 

Scilicet aſpeftu vittor Baſplisens obibat 
Agmina ſub monſtro qua periere novo, 

Prunando haud alter referet calcaria Daphnis, 
Cui pugna teſtis nemo ſuperſies erat, 


' Ad eundem. 


De titulo ablato non reffe Daphni quereris 
Fa#tt in te cauſum Daphni Senatus babet. 

Fare decus perdis, fi vitam jure tueris, 
Teftis abcſt culpe, teftis bonoris abeſt. 


In Dapbnem Cauſedicum- 


] T being proy'd that fighting Will nere fought 
The Jud;zes ſtraight for other treaſons ſought. 
On thart,point blank rwo witneſles did ſwear, 

Such, and ſuch words from his mouth they did hear, 
In anſwer ro which by a ſpeech will ſhows, 

Alas, that his words are drawn through his noſe, 
Through his noſe it was the witneſſes cry'd, 

Bur W1l/ has none, ſo again they ly'd. 


s. This 


Strange that the Knight ſhould nor be known ith 
Field 
A Face well charg'd though nening in his avs ; 

e 


SO Us. a oa an ww a = — 2 


7) 
Thus w:th a loſt noſe £ ſame he bears,” 
To have won borh his enemics ears, 
And now by his Poerry ſure W Þ knows . 
How to turn thoſe ears again intonoſe. 


The Poet is angry being cenſuered by 


One be knows not. 


Aphne, in ſcorn, not knows me, In all ſhows 
More know Zack Padain, than Zack Paddin knows 


Twalus conpitis Londini cum 
licentia imponendus, 


A Letter ſent out of che Countrey, 

Onflrum hic borrendum nomine Dapbuin nuperrime 

eaptum in Inſuld's Bur badas contendentem viſui Ar- 
glorum, pr ebeamus natum, uti ex ſcriptis placet inter He's 
we-ios, vilde enim de rebus iſtorum geſts, ( quorum ne pili 
pendimus ) animo aftuat; Londini propugnacu'o & Ps lis- 
mento Ang'e incarceratus, non quidem i ner captos, ſed e- 
rociorum aximalium domiciliis in tucrum Domini Byckſter 
maxes Philoſophorum nonn {li de ſorma querentes, nih:l ni- 
þ illum-xon eſſe Elcyhantem aufs ſunt affirmari, Ile enim 
proboſcis deeſ!, ſed per naſum rabit, &+ $1men prob De « 
rum miracula naſum non habet, (ed quaſs per minima for- 
mina naſutum, Ballene inftar evomu, quid ni ilUlum Cc 
zum eſſe ex clogio Germani cujuſdam Leviath.m ſatis 
conſtat, 


#pon the cAuthor, 


[DEnham come help me to laugh 
arold Daph, 
Whoſe fancies are higher than Chaff, 
He abuſes 
All our Muſes, 
And would it not make a man laugh till he burſt, 
That he would be thought of all Poers the fi. ſt , 


Thas is of all R'mers rhe worſt ? 
Dapbne 


"IE . {&8) 
Daphne were, thou not content = 
For to vent 
Thy fancies withour our conſent, 
Bur hadſt the face 
In thy Preface 
To laugh ar all rhoſe that had written before, 
When we thy beſt friends to the number of four 
Advis'd thee to ſ{cribble no more, 


Canto 2, 


Ais'd by a Prince of Lombard blood, 

An anrtick tabrick long hath ſtood 
Of Podianftnrfand P iran free-ſtone 
Mingled as you ſhall ſee ſtone, 
A part whereof heighr Cripoles Region, 
Contains of half men a whole Legion, 
Who ſtill have been from ancient lure 
For three ſwift Centuries and more 
Friends to the Debtors and the Dr;nkers, 
And foes unto the Smiths and Clinkers, 
When in the Churchyard or the Ally, 
Occaſion (erves them, forth they ſally, 
Both horſe and foot; but now I wrong*um, 
There's neither horſe nor foot among*um 
But thoſe thar are for horſe accounted, 
Are on tall woodden Engines mounted, 
On which in Lombard Auzoyrs notion, 
They abuſe the Property of Motion, 
Bur for the foot *ris more imp: oper, 
For they move not on foor, bur crupper, 
And having neither leg nor ſtump, 
Advance themlſelyes on hand and rump. 
A ſtand they make, A ſtand d've cal*c ? 
The word, of Att is , make a balr, 

Then ſteps forth a Grave E aſtern Crip:le, 
One thar could faghr , and ralk, and ripple, 
Brave friends, quorh he, Power is a liquor, 


D. of 
Savey 


Makes 


of 
ey 


\ (9) 
Makes hands more bold, kl wit more quicker, - 
Ir is a free whoſe boughs and branches 
Serye us inſtead of legs and hanches, 
It is « Hil ro whoſe command, 
Men wa'k by Sga and {ail by Land. 
But what's our power unlefle we know it? 
And knowledge what? unlefle we ſhow ir, 
Behold the Knight who Jare did marry 
The daughter of our *pothecary, 
Hurried to durance like a ſtinkard, 
By Oj/wald Smith, and Boygra Clinkard, 
And him ljke to a civil ſh:ep, 
In Gaole (Nice Stateſ ens pound ) they'l keep, 
This ſaid, you might have ſeen (for ſuch is 
The force of eloquence) their crutches 
Inds*l w:th 1ilt,cnce in thicys and noſes 
Of ſuch as had them, flames and roſes, 
Their Nerves of Wyer new hear makes limber, 
And rage ev*n animares their timber, 
Then as a pack of X:giau Hounds 
Purſuing ore the Tilyrian grounds 
A Tuſcan Sag , ifin the wind 
A flock of Breſcian ſheep they find, 
Calabrian Swine or Pdgan Goats, 
In bloud they bath their ammun throat, 
And in the trembling entrails haſten 
Their well experienc'd teeth to faſten, 
With ſuch C/0etion rage the tour 
Graye Cripples did the Bails rour. 
T hus reſcuing Gondiber: they ſave him, 
Then to a B-rksbire Codrbman gave him, 
The Bail'ffs being fled, or dead all, 
The Knight pulls out an enr1que meddal, 


On the reverſe whereof was graved, Croſſe and 
TY alliance berwixe Chri/t and Daw? Harp. 
Quorh he of reſcu'd Knighthoud carry 
This juſt reyard, breach of Cinzy, 


| | 10) 

Or Belgian Brandewine the Y «ſſcl 
Wherewith rhe Argonauts of Teſel, 
When Mars znd Neptune them engage*, 
Inflame their flegmatick courages 

He ſafe return'd here joy and mirth a« 
bounded *rw xt Aſtra: on and Bririba., 
Thus leave we them in humour jolly : 
Free from old Ryan Melancholy, 


Thus far inthe Aathours own wo'ds, 
Now a little in his own way. 


I. Sunk near his evening Region was the Sun, 
(Bur though rhe Sun can near be ſaid ro (ink , 
Yer when his beams from our dull eyes are run, 
He of the Oceans moyſture ſeems to drink.) 
(And though the Ocean be as far remore 

From him as we, yer ſuch is the falſe light, 

Or morral eye, that though for truth we know'e, 
We yer believe our own deceiving fight.) 

(Nor withour cauſe) for what our eyes behold 
Unto our ſence moſt cyident hath been : 

Bur till we doubt of things by others told, 

(For Faith's the evident of things nor ſeen. 

2. When Gondiv5ert and Birtha went to bed, 
(For ir the Cuſtome was of Lombard Brides, 
Thar on the day when they were married, 

They never ſlept till So! his viſage hides.) 

(For thou bright So/ doth never cloſe his eyes, 
When he rcfignes our hemiſphere ro nighc, 

Bold t #hnicks ſay, thathe with Thetss lyes. 

And make him but alay adulrerous lighr ) 

3. The Poſts were of abfterſive Ebony, 

(Though no 26/terfiveneſs in Poſts we find, 

In powder rane (the learned nor deny) 

It cleanſes choler, and in = breaks wind.) 
(So when a Sword is forg'd of ſolid Steel, 

I; ſerves for nothing bur to cut and wound, G 
| ut 


y— —_— 
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-f 1) 

Bur when to powder rurned, ſhy virgins feel 

Ir cures green-ficknefle, and rhe _ makes ſound, 
4. The Curtains in well-ſhadowed colours wrought, 
(For though old 4ſtragos his child had bred 

'To his own ti ade, yer ſomething ſhe was taughr 

By her Nice M«ther (who was gravely deal, ) 

(His limbeck though the ſoory Chymiſt broke 

As ſhe paſt by (when out th*E lixar flew) 
And(chough) as a grave mod:rn Author ſpoke 
'The power of Potion,Purge and Pill, ſhe knew ) 
(Yer ſomething had ſhe gain'd of female lore, 
Though much ſhe was in med'cinal ſcience $kild, 
She and r}Ycxperienc'd maid had ſamplers ſtore, 
And could the necdle or the ditaff w:ild, ) 

5. The ſheets ſo nicely fine, none could have 
Them ſpun from courle 8atav'an Freifters royls, 

Bur by the fingers of Arachnc wrought, 

From the moſt ſubrile of the <iikw :rm+s ſpoy/es. 
There B:rtha Jay, but when the Knight drew nigh, 
She ſcem'd to fly from what ſhe long'd r'enjoy, 
Orns her ſelf was nor then ſhe more ſhie, 

Gartha more nice, nor Kodalind more Coy. 
But when greaz Natures office was unſeal'd 5 4 womans 
Then throvgh Loves /imbeck his elixar flew 2 womb. 
Motion and hear, things ſt; as if congeal'd, 
Diflolv'd to Amber /uas, and Hainbyw dew. 


To DAPANE. 


On his Imcomparable In omprehenſub!c Piem 
GONDIBER T, 


Hear up ſmall Wits; now you ſhall crowned be; 
D:phne himſelf is rurnd into a tree. 
; (Nor think it ſtrange, for our great Author can 
Clap ftones to Hirmigil. and make her Man) 
Go gather ſprigs, nor can you ſtrip him bare, 
For all the ancient Wreaths fall ro his ſhare. 
Poor Homer's e yes by his unſhaded light 

| Again 


Again pur our, who bids the world Good-night, 
And'is as much eclips'd by one more blind, 

As is his by our new HeRors vurt-ſhin'd ; 

V:irgi/, thou haſt no Wir, and N 2/9 is 

More ſhow of W:l/, then is W.1.”s Noſe of his ; 
Can filence Teſſc, and the Fairy Rucer, 

Thou all by Wl unread and moſt un'icen, 

Nor ſhall we ere hear more of great Tom- ſbumb , 
For Guxd.b:/t and O/w1ld ſtrike all dumb 

Thus then ſecur'd, thy Babe ſhall not miſcarry, 
Since all do bow to Fames Fine Secretary, 

So havelI heard the great Levis han, 

I.er me ſpeak true , and not bely a man, 

Reign in the Deep and with ryrannick Power 
Both Coſtick C144, and ſquallid Sprars devour, 


An Eflay tn Explanation of Mr. Hobbs » Where 
he tells the Authour, 

The Vertmes you d:ſtribate there among ſo many 

Noble perſons , repreſent the [mage but of one 

Mans Verine to my Fancywhich is your own. 


CANTO JI, 


F* 
F all 11] Poers by their L«mber known, 
Who nere Fam's favour wore, yet ſought chem long, 
Sir Daphne gives precedency to none, 
And breeds moſt buſineſle for a,ſtcrſs ve Song, 


2, 
From untaughr Childhood , ro miſtaking Man, 
Anijll performing Agentro the Stage; 
With A/bovin in Lumber he began, 
With Gon4ibers in Lumber ends his rape, 


3, 
Rime was his ſtudied Art; Rime which was bad; 
Rime meant for charms to keep rh/devil in aw; 
R'me which with Fuſtian lin'd, and Nonſenf clad, 


Kore needfull is, then Finger, Shirt or $rraw. To 


wi th 


Wu W HH O<LDC CD» 


I 
*% 


| 4. | 
To conquer Reaſon, Nature's common gi fr, 
Fein'd Arr, ſophiſt;cated Rime dev:s d, 
While thoſe who cannot their weak judgements lifr 
To diſcern ſenſe , and with hard words ſurprisd. 


5. 
Yer Laws of Verſe reſcue bur doubrfully 
From one ill Poer all good Poers fame; 
Till againſt Rime, the wiſe Rimes help apply, 
Which ſoberly rells W:4 he is ro blame, 


0a GONDIERT, 


Loſe- ſtools thus made by Afiragen we have, 
Thar will both finger, drugs, and paper ſave; 
On ſtool of Ebony, O Reader fir, 
Or cHMe'poor Gondrber: will be beſhir : 
For things abjtorſeve will avail, * 
As well to purge, as wipe the Taile, 


The Poets Hor-Cockler, 


'] Hus Poers paſling time away, 

Like C hildren at Hot-Cockles play 
All ſtrike by turn, and Wl is trook, 
(And he lies down that writes a Bcok.) 
Haye at thee W !, for now I come, 
Spread thy hand faire upqn thy Bomb, 
For thy much inſolence, bold Bars, 
And little ſenſe I ſtrike thus hard. 
Whoſe hand was that > *cwas laſer Mayne , 
Nay there you're out, lie down again, 
Wirth Gonatbert, Preface and all 
See where the Deo comes to maul 
The A thours hand, *c will make him reel ; 
No, Wes ſtill and does nor feel ; 
Thar Book's ſo light, 'tis all one whether 
You ſtrike with ghar, ar wich a Feathcr ; 


© 


Bur 


(74) 
But room for one new come to Town, 
Thar ftrikes ſo hard he'1] knock him down: 
The hand he knows fince ir the place, 
Has touchr more render then his face, 
Important Sher ff, now thou lyſt down | 
We'll kiſs thy Hands, and Clap our own, { 


« Preface, page 25. Thar his writings are adapted ro an| * 
eaſic muſicall Singer, which the Reader may judge 
by theſe following Verſes. 


O9zel, Paradin, Rodalind, Hugo, Hubert, Aribert, |. ] 
Hurgonitl, Aftelpho, Borgia, Goltha , Tibalt. 

Croatian, Lumbards, Humus, Vaſco, Dereonet, Ora, 
Afiragon, Hermogila, #ifiuor, Orgo, Thula, 


Epitheres that will ſerve for an Subſtantives, either in 
rhis part cr the next, 


Ice, Wiſe, Importent, Eager, Grave, Buſy, Recorded, 
Ancient, Abſterſive,Sbie Roman, Experienc'd. 


Hpon the Authors writing his name ( as in the | 
Title off bis Book ) D'ayenanr, 
A Several] Cities made their claim ” 
Of Homer, birth ro have the fame ; 
SO afrer ages will not want 
Towns claiming to be Averant, 
Grear doubt there is, where now it lies, 
Whether in Lemb«r1 or the Skies, 
Some ſay by Averant no place is meant, 
And that this Lombard is without deſcent ; 
And as by Bike men mcan ther's nothing there, 
So come from Avnent, means from No where. 
Thus WU! intending D Avemant to grace 
Has made a Notch in's name like that in's face, - 
F.cter it were the Author of Harrigo, | 
Had ityl'd himſelf DapbneD*Avenamige, 
FINIS, 


Can 


th, Clinias, Dametas, Sancho, and 


| $7) 
—w- 


*  Incomparable Poem 
GONDIBERT. 


| VINDICATED 


From the VVGa ombats 


!OF- 
Four Esquirss, 


lack Pudding. 


Kona xa} Roles Reid, 
Vaturm quoque gratia rara eſt, 
Anglice, 
One Wit-Brother, 
Envies another. 


{ IF Printed in the Year, 1653; 
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To Sir William Davyenanr. 
P Ardon (fan'd Sir ) if in 1h' Adventures 


Againſt theſe Cyclops, and Wir-Centaures, 
( Or Hydra's rather, for they can 
Spring at & Clab each wan his man, 
S:conds in D:aull, and Seconds unto none, ) 
Thy yer unhurr Reputation 2 
By me than them ſhould fufſfer farther, 
There, by Wir-ſlaughter, here, Wir, murder, 
Of imall acquaintance as &re writ, 
I am onely known unto thy wit ; 
Thar's ſmall enough, will Denham fay, 
And 7:ck Donne ſwear, upon the day, 
When at the arraignment of the Wits, 
There ſplcen 'gainſt D'avenaxt. paſquils ſpirs, * 
Thete fits Zach Sirow as eldeſt Bencher, 
And ſpends no money but hiscenfſure ; 
Ke layes the Book, ſers Sack. 4nd Clgrrec, 
And with his Quibbles doth pay for ir, 
Nor thy Book oncly, but cach Poem, 
This Wir-Commitree doth cite ro*cm ; 
Thy Hor: cockler for ſomething written, 
By theſe Bumme-bayliffs hath beca birren. 
Bur you, my friend, ( nor Gondiberts) 
Forbear your Sarcaſmes and-your flirts ; 
For if you play the Cynick till, 
And bite fo hard my Knighted' Wl, 
My Woodftreer Dottor. ( not a Wooden ) 
A ſure diflcer, ard a geod one, 
With hand accuſtom'd to knife keen, 
Shall quaintly firk away your Splcen. 
So rkat you ſhall not bite, nor raile, 
But like kind Puppies ſhake your taile. 4 y 
| This 


(11) 
This may be Donne, for 1 have ſeen 

A Barker's, that's a Cynicks Spleen 

Fch* Do@ors box. ( Snaclers )*cis rrue, 
The Curre's as crank as any of you, 

And frisks and firchers up and down, 

As you, to all the Clubs o th? Tuwn. 

All alike living by miſhaps, 

( What falls from table ) poor VVir ſcraps, 
mill ſhew thy face ( be*t whar it will ) 
VVe| pal "um yet a quill for quill, 

And let the world ar latrer looſe ; 

Judge which was taken for a Goole. 


Hpon the miſplaced Anſwer upen the 
Prrface of Gondiberr, 
Laſcivs eſt nobis Pagina, vits proba, 
] Know the reaſon, and *tis par, 
Why none of you do engliſh thar, 
"> Nor will I, friends, for all our wron 
|Should be objeRed in hard tongues, 
Ergo, 
Laſciva oft whis' Pagina, vita probra, 
You have found it; pro :# probre ( if there be 
any ſuch AdjeRive ) is long, it was a purpoſe made 
ſo, ir is according to your life, fo it. is all your lite 
long. 


FO" "RE" 


Now after that note in Proſe, 
to the Verſes, 
Juſt ar the threſhold pray you look, 
Preface, you ſay, is noſe ro Book : 
Very familiar ſure are thoſe 
We ſuffer ro play with our noſe, 
Bur chief at ſharp with pin, or prickle t 
Yer theſe are Strawes, but Strawes will tickle, 
| On the Preface, 
Room for the beſt of Poets— jolt, 
« | ( This is the firſt Wir- WR ) 
> 
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. * (153 
The Sherif*s Verſes muſt amare us, 
They are the peſſe comitatns, 
And thoſe that follow in this Liſt-all, 
| Are all his men, withnere a Piſtol], 2 
Un'efle tor Caſes wide as Pouiton's, | : 
| Peichance cach man may have Paul Coultor's, 

Whar, doth he baffle Hobs the Nat han? 

| Hook in, old boy, thy Levi athn, | 
| The Wits they granr, though one turnes Coar, 
And wr.tes now Cuntra, that Pro wrote, 
We do nor take that much in ſnuff, 
He's ſtill oth* weakeſt, Penne, or Buſſe, 
| But what if ill a cenſure made-a 
O'*ch' Poets > he bur did as Srradz, 


So d:d old Ben, our grand Wits maſter, IA Tl 
| In this Play called Poetzfter, EY n 
; The odds is ours, we are the higher, In 
| We are Knight Lauriat, Ben'the Squire, 7 
Upon my conſcience you wrong 
Our Kn'ghr, that he ſhould hate the Tongue © — JA 
Of either Author, for *ris ſed © © T 
| Thoſe Languages ne*reburr his head. | , 
| Yow know full well rne Latian | Tt 
| Isrouted in our Nation: | 


And why ſach ſtr for heathen Greek >. 

Is*c not enough brisk French to ſpeak ? | 

italian braye my Sign'ora, / 

It ſounds as high as you can tore a. | 
He neyer miſs'd ar noſe of {\vid, * as Afi 

Bur loy'd th: noſe fo well approved. iy 


Of the Court- Ladies. Handy, dandy, - Pc 
bs They both were ſpoy?d by Art Amandi Ltr 
You rhink they fcign, that is, ey lie, : 0?! Jar 
Thar ſpake of Gonarbert ſo high. | | 
# It thar their Verſes were much taller, E 
\ Yall-» had fince out Gondid waller, HEE. 0G 


Why do you bire, you men of Fangs ? 
That is, of Tecth that forward hangs ) 


Fl 


(9 
And charge my dear, E AF. 
ith want of Meat ? you want Digeſtion. 
Ve Poets uſe nor lo to do, 
o find men Meat, and Stomachs too, 
Thar isa good capacity, 
If you want that the more's the pity, 
ou have the Book, you have rhe Houſe, 
ind mumme ("good Zack ) and catch the Mouſe, 
The Knight's return'd, your cenſures vaniſh, 
\ad rakes no Dungus, but geod Spanith, 
The Author doth not put in Mun-becanſe 
it 13 the abreviation, or wick of his or'* 
name, 
Now with Virginia twit's no more, 
The Slaves are dead, we do deplore : 
7 leave I pray, your fierce Barvados, 


life you will end elſe in 5arbedos, 
To Sir William D'avenanr, 


[A Frer ſo many poorer ſcraps 

Of Playecs, which nere had the miſhaps, 
To paſle the Stage withour their claps. 
2, When thou hadſt paſt the Pikes, and wert 
Thy ſelf a royall Gondibeyr, 

Soldarc, then a Stateſman pert, 

3. There ſo improv'd, and grown ſo able, 
how*rr fit for War, or Council-rable, 
ould'ſt thou be brought to penne a Fable ? 

4. Could (Knight 5 thy emerited fancy, 
{After ſo high diſparch beyond-ſea ; 


- Ptoop to contrive this rare Remancy ? 


5. Which all Romances muſt adore, 

[Arcadia bow, and Z glamore, 

-4And all ſince written, and before, 

6. Thy firſt penn'd 41bovin wuſt lic, 

Forgotten in his Lumbardy, 

Far Gondibert is only high, = 
£94t ,Q1 B 3 7. Thi, 


5. This Gondibert wy octhe Aurhor, 
Is li'd by King, and by King's daughter, 
It makes them ſerious, and makes laughter, 


$8. He that hath ſwing'd the Prince of Condz, 
And beat him to a hole, like Lundje, 
(Berter imploymenr ſend him one day.) 


9. When thar he*s weary of the Launce, 
And hunting Rebels our of France, 
In Gondzberr his thoughts advance, 


19, And fighs, perchance, with watry ſluces, 
To ſee the Red-roſe ſerye the Luces, 
But (W:1:) rhe world is all abuſes. 

11, Thou'rt read tranſlared in French Court, 
The Divel himſelf dorh well report, 

All bur theſe Quiblers thank thee for*r. 

Iz, When Princes Battcl joyn, and burr, 
Are farre remoy'd from friends at Court, 
Their Chirurgion rhen is Gon1:bert, 

I3 Alcafofrthee but read , will Rench 
The blood as well as any French 
Chi'rgion, or Chirurgion's wench. 

14, HereLadics may a fimpling go, 
Tohnſon, Gerrard do not ſhew 
A greater Berany to view. 

15. Tranſlate no longer for our Leabs, 
(Good Pe per ) our Prarmacopeas, 

Of Herbals here's the prime Ideas. 

16, Thou arr the publique con morum, 
The Ladies lay the Book befor& um, 

AndP ter ander*s not o'th* Buorum, 

17, Before they treat a Lord, a part 
Of thee is read, or got by heart, 

They*r carechis'd in Gonatbert, 

18, And if they loſe the Virgin-name, 
They onely ſay in joyfull ſhame, ' 
Sweet Gondibert thou wert to b!ame. | 
19, Their 
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19. Their paines and throwes in this do 
When that in Parſley bed ir ſees. 
Bully-Gondibertiades. | 
20, Then ler theſe Rimers now approve, 
And ſay thou art their laſh above. 
Princes fight by thee, and Queens love. 


Ppon the continuation of Gondiberr, 


O#'4 to Parmer pris'ner ſent, 

His Book ro X.me wirhourt him went: 
And though that P'awvenant was confin'd, 
The world xo Gendibert was kind ; 

And by his worth ſo pleaded we, 
Sec Gondibert ſce D avenanil free. 
The power rhar laid rhe man by th'heeles, 
Took bayle of's feer for all the ills. 
His Habeas Corpus now is granted ; 
(Prethee no more of a noſe ſcanted.) 

And why good Knight are we ſevere, 
Becauſe we would the Stages cleare 
Ot Gods inyoak'd; and P. gaſme 2? 
Abuſe us ſtill good Poex thus, 
How gallant Mafſe; grown of late, 
As if the man were Maſſez-plare > 

' Bur how could ever Gyges ring, 
Have hoyſted Davenant on the wing, 
When thar the ring did not convey, 
Bur keep inviſible, we ſay, - 
The perſon on the place, vis worſe, 
The rings miſtook tor ,Pcolers horſe. 

He lay not there, no not an houre, 

No ſooner was thy work at Tower, 
But Davenant was releas'd , we know it, 
The man was pardon'd for the Poer. 


| But how comes Daphze in? Ir followes, 


DPaphnes are alwayes neer ”— 
4 
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by | -i(23) 
The muſes we now are fach © 

The Tower can't hold, bur that do's much, 
Nay the Muſe holds our Muſes now, 

Scarce your prime Wit can ſcape; yer how, 
*lle rell you, may be ſafe from danger, 
Write as you doe ſans wit in anger, 

Friend, If you have indeed abuy'd, 

Homer and Yrgil as accus'd, 

Ler theſe withdraw the a&ion, 

And make them fatisfaRion 

(For Gondibert, I nere did ſee; 

The Book, my friends, roo dear for me.) G 

How come you now to offend the B ard 
Of lofty fame, and name full hard > 
Bold Britains, they, and won't indure, 

Bur my Lord Bord isfor thee ſure, ? 
Ler all che mountaines meer upon't, 
They'l ycild co Bard and Bellamont. 

I thought that Noſe muſt be i'rh* Verſe, 
Though i'rh* fag end, i'th* very Am. 
Waſh thee in Avon, if thou flic, 

My wary Davenant fo gh, 
Yer Hypernaſo now you thall 
O're fly this Gooſe ſo Capirall, 


Your colours will not hold the rather, 
Expung'd by one thar drinks of neither . 
And yet no kin to lohn Taylor 


The Author upon himſelf. 
pal as fooliſh ! Whar turn felo de me? 
Davenant kill Davenant ? | 
No, the whole world doth ſee 
My Gondabert | 
To be a piece- of Arr, 
Waller and Cowley rrue haye prais'd my book, 
* And deſervedly, | 
Nay I did for it look ; 


He 
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: (3 
He both us robbs, 
Thar blames for this old Hobs, 
Write on (jeer'd Will) and write in Panfofle, ; 
* That's over Pumpho, te 
And for Will Grofts his baffle, 
Thou maiſt long write, 
Thar writ'ſ ro them that ſhice, 
Knight hold thy noſe ar this,” 
One Tetraſtzch ro wipe his ve-ſsfyer 
Mer at the Common ſhoar, thee and W.// Crofts, 
I ſend you Teffery to cleanſe whar's ſoft ; 
Be ivin head, can't he poor dwarf aflaile, 
Bur he will reach, ro whip you in the raile, 


Room, room for a leather flinger, 
Pretends ro be a triple finger. 
On three feer , ox to a third finger, 


Who can Sufficiently prepare*um 
*Gainſt men of trium literarum > 
Who'l fall like thoſe thar raſe at Sarum, 


I, In triple rimesI thank a Kater, 
Who writes as if he were my Mater, 
Bur proves a moſt Fraterrimws Frater, 

2, Youerre my Cautious friend in Planers, 
As in abuſing of my Sonners. 
The Swannes above, Geeſe yaile your Bonnets, 

3. Tis right (you ſay) 'twas hard in France, 
Ten pound for a good work r'adyance, 
You gor it friend, (bur for a dance.) 
. 4. Whar like thy ſelf, ſtill ſouc'd in Ale, 


' Abhorring all that's ſharp and ſtale ? 


You'l find me ſalt Both head and railc, 


Indor'sd Tih-he, and ſeal'd with 
the czlature of the four-raſ- 


fel'd Cap, 


Vpon 


AV 
Upon hebring Will. 

Mut all be Fighters that do follow Camps, 

I: was not fo, my friends, not at E«" Temps, 
He rhar bought Armes, and boldly crolſs'd the Maine 
Did honour, ſure, in that adyenture gain. 
Who deſerves moſt, the man rhat is well _ ? 
For King ? or he that ventures to be hang'd ? 
Now Impudence, thou"rt up with old diſgrace, 
Berter te.want ſome noſe, than want a face, 
Caro de carne mine is ſtill as 'rwas, : 
When thine of fleſh is batter*d into braſſe. 
Where Kings have fayour'd do not thou blaſpheme, 
I only do amand thar Sacred Theme, 
Wl, like a Baſilisk, did ride and flie, 
And like a Kegulus, bold will will die, 


In Pugnacem Daphnem, 
Num Latin —as hic ? 
PF” mare, per terras, Regi ebſequioſus aravi, 
Neptunus cedures, Arma verumque wehits 
Belgia me ſenſi, retul; unde ipſe Leones, 
Senſit Bombardas Anglica terra meus, 
Hine ordo ( nam gaudet equo Neptunus ) equeſiris, 
Et poterat P armym nobilitare Leo, 
Scilicet —— & verus (,empi Biſilrſcus ad ibam, 
B:mbardet gencs «þ tum Baſe/iſcus erat, 
Teflis abeft F atecy, jam Fun fete Meipſo, 
(alcar adeft tamen, & Fama (uperfles erit, 


Ad eundem, Law caſe, 
Leye ulpiamum inter Fo. Oakum vel Duercenum & Fo: 
Novi flili, f. f. ff, f. tir, De abluendo, 
Cerebro parag, ſu enim, ve! Codrus. 
Crimbe bis repetite nolo yeponere 
Scribe nova, . | 


In Daphnem C ufudicum, 


AT arenor Martyr Souldiers, blood and goare, 
To will to fight is Souldier-confeſſor, 


And 
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| (25) 
And does defic his ſawcy hand and pen, 
Thar ſaies he ere rurn'd back to any men. 

'The Noſe again ! 0 how they plunge thar ſcoffe / 
If rWad been whole, they would have rubb'd it off. 
A little man, a man you may ſuppoſe, | 
As much in juſtice to a / 1:crle ) Noſe, 
For, with the honour'd remnant that he beares 
We take in ſnuft, theſe ofren crambed jeeres, 
Le give you ( Pokins ) leave to be naſure, 
Ir is enough for us ro be acure, | 

And *cauſe I will in equity diſpoſe, 

You ſhall Ana-carcs unto your noſe. 

The Pt 3s angry, becauſe cenſer'd by one 
he knowes not, 

Some men haye known ſome man, ſome men before 3 
Ha well done Zack, *twas like be ſeen no more. 
"Tis ſpeciall ro be known, not know agen. 
Bur prethee tell, who was Fack Pudding then > 


Titulus Compitis Londini cum Licentia 
imponendus, 
Quid dignum zanto forer hic prowiftor biatu 4 ' 


Quin ad Fpiſto'z ſonum videtur efſe exhibitoris Tumulo- 
rum apad Weſtmonaflerigm, adeo i!li digirus Mercurialis , & 
yox Stenrtorta, quid ni rade Donarus ! rune Monftrorum remon- 
firaror. Monumertis iplis ſtaruz major es,& prercr teipſum ( id 
eſt ) magiſtr:m (-e3acaloram grandius mo! tram nulla ecas i:c- 
ram vid bir: Quid Caltium Bickiterianum nomin-s5 abi ad ri- 
pam, & cum fimi: ( Die quoliber To yis) re oftentz. Tune Ele- 
2a hy Tigridaſque loqurriz? Cedunt miraculay Afinas locus 
ras ©c 
Suſcicaſti ( tives) Cerum pro naribus ſales, ignem ſulphur e- 
yomentem 3 bite Pelamides. ( Ne forte non intelligeretur ) voe 
cabulum ) Azglice, (PLuſe-mouth'd fellowes. | 
Ad-& Leviato.n ſed Hobbiunis, non Hobgoblianns, = 
Americe datum 13 , men[e Anni Bri T1bz vals, 
platonici, 15626, Anno Beſite, 
Vpon the Authour, 
Daphbae ſecure of the butt, 
Prethce laug* g 


Yer 


| Sag (26) : 
Yet at theſe for, and their 11ff ratf, 
Who can hold, 
VW en fobods 
And the trim wit of Coopers green till, 
Should pifs no» inceyery common ſquiree-s quill, 
| And bis old praiv'd Faces kill, 
Dexham taou'le be ſh:ewdly ſhene, 
To 1nyenr, 
Sac h Drawlery for meetiment ; 
And tak' a kearc 
To bear a party 
With three of moſt uncquall picifull Ges, 
Net fic re be encer'd in the grave Wiequire, 
A drawing Done our of che wire, 


Caut0 the ſecond, ar rather Cento the firſt, 


Llinthe Lard ef Bebo, ard of Bubb, 
Frank Harris belp mey on this pocky rub. 

How ſhall we donow Iack a doggs is dead 
To get Tom Coxiart decent buried, 

*Tis fir rhe man that craycll'd had fo much, 
And rod o fitide the yeſſelin High Durch, 
Sheuld have a place co lay his' ead, if he 
Were bur de:d drunk, as be vas used to be, 
Isthete no Arc hog nor Cemmencement nigh 3 
MurtonT ſmell, Vzcacion Pulle:sply, 
Toward Tru mpington, and Shorrgwer, a hill, 
Necr Belleſyte, hith ar cach end a Mill, 

Bur what news irom (America? Doſt told, 
We fhall baye both our pockets fall of Gold, 
To buy vsS Turke-ries, 2las'tl, hot 3 

Good I:ck ſopply the Cluv, and give's a Pory 

Does not thac Gentleman upon che B:n.h 
Love Stroke nor Sack £ then lee tim bavye a wen. by 
All palates ple8'd, a Kor w 1! eat no Swire , 
Men will cat me”, Reckabires diink no Vine. 

Hey day! nd where are ve 5 wtat allea-mort 4% 
I theught v* had bern jcerirg Gondiberts 

Whac 1$all ris 5 proteſt *cis wond ous g 09, 
Bur becr: r it wrre or, if urd-rftocd. 

Now *cis a« plain asnoſe notin my face, 
When that I :oſc f om ſtool, I loft my place, 
Then face ahour, or in more homely geere, 
Mol-s revert, be where your Aiſes were. 


e 
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| (17) 

*Uds Fiſh and Eggs ! that is no ſwearing yet, 
Whar ſhall we do > we'r in a deadly ſwear, 

We have gor, In Ano Feayor, Good Kings Daughter 
Ser on a Poſner, make ſome Parley water 
Or, it you pleaſe, Panada 'make in skellir ; 
Let not men of noſe come near, they'l ſmell ir, 

And letir boyle three pints unto a half, * 
Then ler ir coole, and give't a Durbam Calf ; 
Or theſe Calabrian Swine, or P4den Goats, 
Bur be ye ſure ( ſweet Princeſs ) of your Coats : 
O ric, um up behind, or skewit ruck*um, 
For fear theſe Lads from off your Butrocks pluck'um 
O arm your ſelf, for they're adyentrous fellows, 
And commonly ſtay*d off with Tongs or Bcllows, 
Or break their heads with ſome good Cherrys+ſtone, 
*Twill beat chem off the pir *cis ren ro one. 
Though they be cruel Cockers, ſtrike, they aremarr'd 
And wil' run our, and nota man d'e hard. 
Bu if they ſhould hold, Aſir-g.n has C/yſt.r, 
Bur pray what he with Ow! upon his ft hece > 

O *cis a preſent to be ſhared *cwixr four | 

The Iecfles and the Hood rg xwo, no more: 

The Eyes and Beak to two——ir is fit, This have we 


| For our old Fuſtian, your new.made Pol/ Davie, 


Thus farre out of our wits , 
now let's be in our ſenſes, 
. I, The Sun was ſunk into the warry lap. 
Of her commands the waves, and weary there, 
Of his long journey, took a pleaſing nap 
To eaſe his each daies travels all rhe year, 
2. Zanthus is ſafely ſaid forrage to yield, | 
For his bright Courſers with their flaming koofs, 
( No, no, Flifsum is roo barea field) - | 
ey quarter where they run, in the ſame roofs, 
3. Yer do they ſeem.ro reſt, thar is, are fled, 
From thiincloſure of our Hemiſphere ; 
Aud to be down, we ſay, is gone to bed, 
- Bur they do lie, in truth, we: know not where. 4. 


_— (9) 
4s When Gondibere and Birrha joyn'd that night, 
And reap'd the pleaſure of expe4ant Brides, 
They did nor ſlcep, nor wonld they, if they might, 
Bur kept the Ephialtes from her ſtridec, 
5+ Forbear to ipeak the reſt, the modeſt Bed, 
Did ſhake ro think what then was gor and loſt; 
The Curtaines bluſh'd, that is, were very red, 
While ſhe was thaw'd, that till that night was froſt. | 
6. Old Afiy gorr, as Pather: gladly uſe, 
A Caudle brought next mo: ning early, 
And joy'd his daughrer, but ſhe could nor chooſe 
Bar ſnob, and male ir richer, that is, Peac! 


7. Nor that the wept cauſe fhe had chang'd Ch name, ( 
Bur rexres, you Know with them, are roo tgo common, 
It was to Think what time h'had 1, and blames : 
Her ſeit; ſhe had no ſooner put on Woman, "uy 
I am beholding, but not to this D, Donne Z 
For that. 
Stout G ondibert grown fiffer by thoſe reares, 4 


For ſhe imbrac'd the Man, that invers'd Tree, 
So thac for certain he nere hurg his carcs, 
But thraſh'd, and took for a Walnur, Bjr;ha ſhes 
Where is the Fuſtian and the Bombaſt $ 5 
In your owa Doublets, ſure compleat. 


To Daphne on his incomparable ( and by 1h: Critick ” 
hho? y'# 6 Poem, Gondibere. 

Hear up dear friend, a Latreat thou muſt be, | ( 

Tn 

Di 


Nay, in this name entiwled to the Tree 
Gather (you Infant-wits) leoſe y__ trom hence, 
And weare ir when you write like him. high ſenſe, 
Homer wor ld wiſh his eyes again, to fee 
To mend his Verſes by thy Poerry. 

Nor would the Cheſhey,and ſmooth Manrrury, 

Deny the praiſes ef {@ brave a M:n. 

Rather if living, he would D'averrnt fing, 

And in a/ternare muſe thy merit ri"g. 

Ovid would be fo far from mind of wh»ſe, 

(that he would gladly I-nd thee part of's roſe, 

Sad of thy leaſt DefeR) and fpighr of us, 

For thee would write a new De Traſtibuss 

Taſſo and Perrach, and his L424 roo, 

Will throw off Modefy, 2nd the Bayes wooe, 
«Apollo calla Counſell, make an AR. 
And let their Verſes with the Co'd« be packr. 
And their four names be p ac'r, but neyet highery 
On the four Tom, of which the Cub is Squire. 


Whilſt 


q . 


= 


l _ y 


Whilſt thou whale Gondiber: ha feaſt, thy diſh. 


Such as theſe, ſhabs, ſhurks, ſca-calfs, and ſword fiſh, 
Let the whole ſhoalc of leſſer Pawphlets ſwim, 
As the Wit f. ye, Sccur'd alone in him. 
An Eſſay in explagation ts Mr, Hobbs, @'c. 
Canter. the ſecond. 
Je Men and Poets, are by nawber known, 
Fit to conſume (qd. hc) toth Cornand Wine 3 
Then judge which is the bad, her's four for one, 
Foul play in verſe my friends. But give'um line* 
2- 0 hopefull [nige, towardly old man, 
That know'ſt ſo much, that Daphne nere knew lerter, 
Oxford him bred, Paris brought up, Who can 5 
(And the Globe claprt his Playegz) who can do bercer? 
3, Rime, fecr of Reaſon, was his ſtudied Art, 
Rimes that are graſp'd by you in Divels claw, 


" Rimes Lycambean, tull of Salt and Taru —— 


Tar that will barn the fingers, ſhirt and ſtraw, 
4+ Toſublime Reaſon, Nature's igmare, Art, 
Did Rimes as Varniſh to her houſe deviſe, 
Rubbiſh lies under the rar'd plaiſter-parr, 
That is rough reaſon couch'd ba? 2207 zo 2h wiſe. 
5. Now fince the Law muſt clear both us and you 
Your neck woſes pe:chance y'have had already, 4 
For che firſt faules, you ki.ow we hang but few; 
Then take the book and read and o/d Nick-ſpeed ye. 
On Gondiberr, 
Lapon thy Cloſe ſtoole apted for A 
Upon my cad, and march a rare mock Mays, 
How ſtrong the Poer {mellsf good Sir impart; 
Did you nor ſlice at name of Sendiders $ 
With your own verſes clenſe yourtripe : 
(A proper taile-clout) wipe for wipe. - 


Cockle de-moys for the Poets. Hot-cockles, 
Or-cockles are but childrens toves, 

"I No more, my friends, are Cockle de moys, 
We'lc play at both; but who ſhall lie 5 
Recanrard Yoem late wrote high, 

Amount unto a' Book. Lie faire youg 

As y0u did Lately, and lle ſpare you. 

Reach me a Fernla perhaps 

The clawing hand flights our fit clapr, 
For wearing Buff, bur never fighting, 
Fouling Paper inthe writing 
For whatſoere y have donne be =menm——, 


$melj 


x >, 
Smell ro my hand Sir, what, ſo cey+ 
Cloſes, *ris beſt a-Cocle-de» moye 

Come Doxxe, come necrer with your noſe 

How nice 5 ':s bue to pluck a Roſe, 

Better do rhus, then go toth* Crowes s 

Has Denhem (melts He's very iil 3 
Lethim be breath'd on Cooper's hill. 

Draw necr ( you fourth Khinoceros ) 
Tais for your Verſes and your Proſe. 
While it was made, I chanccd to whiſtle, 
Thar take too, for your learned Epiſtle. 

If Mr Sheriff your Wires did ſtir up : 
Thar is two ſcruples more of Syrup. 
In Phyſick Ile requite vour pains, 
And thank you all my K. in grains. 
If Aftragor hath not enough, - 
Taxtablin ſhall afford you tuff. 
What is here, Church . 
| Gaednus without Organs * ' 
Blomesbury, S$. Katharins's, Coven's cum Finsbury Garden, _2 
Canon, no Chr iſt- Church» Venery Bangher, Aclep 


Epithites that will ſerve foure 
Appellative, and four proper Nouns, 
or more. | 
Drolling, Infipids Sarcuſtick, Damned, Heroick, 
Lumbery, Bombaſted, Faſtien; Maury, Pecking, 


y pon the Authors writing his name, 4s in the Title 
of the Bo ok, D*Avenant. 


Our Wits have further, then you rode, 
You needed nor ro have gone abroads 

D*avenant from Avon, comes, 

Rivers are ſtill rhe Muſes Rooms. | 
Dore, knows our name. no more Durt on tz 
An'c be bur for that D*awenant, 

2. And when ſuch people are reſtor'd 

(A thing belov'd by none that whor'd) 
My noches then mav not appeare, 

The gifc of healing will be +. 5 ds 
Mean while Ile ſeeke ſome Paray (ſalve of Clowns) 
Shall heal the wanton Iffues, and cracke Cromns, 

T will conclude, Farewell Wirth Squirty Fegos 

And drollivg gaſmen Wal Dem-Dc-Donne-Dego- 


FINIS, 


t—* 
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HERO 
LEANDER: 


A mock Poem : 


WITH 
Marginal Notes, and other choice Pieces 


OF 
DROLLERY. 


| Gor by heart, and often repcared by divers 


witty Gentlemen and Ladies, that vuſc 
'to walk in the New Exchange, nnd at their re- 
creations in Hide Park. 


us Netto Ingen:um, 
_ | - 


Printed at London, 1653. 
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[1] 
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The famous Greek aud Aſian flory, _— For 
Of honor*d Male and Female glory. thors Pre- 
Know all, I value this rich Gem, logue. 


With any piece of C.J. M. © 
N ay more then ſo, I'le go noleſs, 
Then any Fee of Priends, J.S, 


Of young Leander, Py udof Hero, | 
I now begin ; Dum {pico ſpero. 


EANDER being freih and gay, His hbaire 


4 As is the leck,or green pope ys #45 707 
/ or , powarcd. 


5 Hh; ? Ae < Upona morn bad clrat ang 

N/@ > bright, 

4 12 Of ) When .Pbebus roſe and had 
PAID CA bedight 

We all his Golden rayes; 


And prety birds did pearch #n ſprayes : 
| B 


/ 


When 


Note here But gravel got inte his ſhooe : 


every 
thing is 
#he worſe 
for Wear 


ing. 


All men 
cannot be 
Schollars, 


- © 
When Marigolds did ſpread their leayes, 
And men begin to button fleeyeg:) 
Then young Leander all forlorn, 
As from the Oak drops the acorn ; 
So from his weary bed he flipe , 
Or like a School-boynewly whipt ; 
But with a look as blithe to ſee, 
As cherry ripe on top of cree : 
So, Qrth he goes and makes no ſtand, 
With Grab-tree Cudgel in his hand. 
He had nor gene a mile or two, 


He (ct him down upon a bank, 


To dry bis foot, and reft his ſhank, 
And fo with Enger pur in ſhooe, 
He pul'd out dirt and gravel too, 
This was about the waſt of day: a 
The middle,as the vulgar ſay. C 
Fair Hero, walking with ber Maid, B, 
To do the thing cannot be ſtaid, 
Spi'd young Leander lying ſo, & 


With pretty finger picking roe. s 
She thought it ſtrange to ſce a man 
In privy walk, and then anan, 


She 


[3] 
She ſept bebind a Pop'ring cree, 
And liftned for ſome Novelty: 
Leander baving clear'd bis throat, 
Began to ſing this pleaſant note. 


Oh,"would I had my Love in Bed, 
Though ſhe were nere ſo fell; 

T'de fright ber with my »Adders head, 
Unril I made her ſwell. 

Oh Hero, Hero, pity me, 

With « Dildo, Dildo, Dildo dee. 


Fair Hero *gan to (mile at this, 
Leander rais'd *gainſt tree to piſs, 


* He plucks me Rreight his Prabler our, * oA s 4ny 
And with his arms claſpt tree about: re $5, 

loue may 
O thus, quorh he, O thus I coo, do. 


Bobbing Rogers gainſt the wood, 
His Blind-worm Hers fair did ſee, 


4 His Curral head did lean 'gainlt rree : j It may 
Which fight did make her figh and (ob, be called 
To ſee how he gainſt tree did bob : _ ; of 
She never loy*d him till that hour, rubbing of 
And him he will invice ro Towre, Gums, 


B 2 She 


[4] 


She (ate her down to eaſe her joyats; 
T he Springal he unties bis poin:s, 
Fair Hero neted him a while, 
And prettily begag te (mile, | 
To ſee a comely youth and tal!, 
Could not bold that which nceds muſt fall, 
Now Hero fair had ſpitd a vapour, 
And ſends her maid with piece of paper 5 
But he bcfore the Maid did come, 
* As it * Had ſav'd that labour with his thumb : 
may b& The Maid with blufh turn'd back again, 
Reader ; . RR 
thy ſelf Secing ker labour was in vain, 
haſt done. Leander having done his task, 
And made anend ore hedg nine Lagle, 
He turn*d about, and made no bones, 
4 Obſerve | Bur with ſtick, rack*t for Cherry ſtones, 
in this the $o as be ſtooped, he ſpi'd coming, 


childiſh. , gentle Nymph, whoſe pace was cunning. 


eſs of a He could aot tell what to ſuppoſe, 


Lover. Shirt into bis H 

| * 4 Irt1RtO Ris F 
Ng ET 2d follow Ma 
into his * Leander | rcight did tollow Maid, 


Breeches, Until he came whete Hero laid, 
Her cheek on band, her arm on tump, 
Her leg ou grals, on mole-bil rump; 


He 


—— 


[5] 


He with a gentle modeſt gate, 
Plucking bis Cap from off his Pate, 
He thus beſpake her, Lovely Pear, 


| Behold, with ranning how I feat ! 


Oh, would I were that harmleſs ſtump, 
Whereon thou lean*ſt; with that a thump 
Brake from theinrrails of his hoſe, 
Hero was fearfn], dreading foes, 
Secing a Cannon 'gainſt her bene, 
That ſeem*d to level at his rent: 
Leander having felt the (cape, 

And ſpi'd the Maid to laugh aad gape: 
He then began to ſmel] a Rar, 

And Role his hand down under's Hat, 
Hero did note bis Regcr good, 

And how couragiouſly it ſtood: 

Ac length ſhe asked him his name, 
And wherefore that he thither came, 
Q1oth he, my dwelling is »Abidor, 


4 This is my walk Wedneſdaies and Fridaies, f True lo- 
I love to ſee the Squirrils play, vers walk 
With bow and bolt I them do fray, I Y ” 


My name is young Leander call*d, 


My Father's rich, and yer heets bald: 


B 3 Enough 


[6]. 

Enough, quoth Hero, ſay no more, 

Mum-budg, quoth he, *was known of yore. 

Now Heroes lave began to curdle, 

She with bis head under ber girdle. 

If fo ſhe bad, I make no doubt, 

But it would daſh its own brains our ; 

And yet the Stale be nerc che worſe. 

I may compare the head to putle, 

Whoſe mouth is faftned to a ſtring, 

And if the knot ſhe chance to wring, 
| | The money white will iſſuc out : 
RRSoone: He ſhoots moſt wide that bits the clout 
would jay, | , 
Wide Now Heroes love could not be hid. 
quoth Come hither, love, *tis I that bid. 


I SS pSEMUHAAS TT SUuSS MAGA a ac 


Wallis, ; 
ON = ? Fear not, my Love, 0 he my lip, 
——4 Imagine me to be thy Ship ; 

= = Guide thou che Rudder with thy band, 
ite CS Ard in my Poop fear notto Rand: 


Stand to thy tackle on the hatches, 
Ny Gunner-room is free from matches : 
Pull ap my Sail to thy Main-yard, 
My Compals uſe «hou, and my Card; 
Lay thou my anchor where thou pleaſe, 
Ja broad, or in the narrow Seas ; 

And | 


-. 09 
And though the foaming Ocean fret, 
Thy anchor's ſafe, though is be wer. 
Quoth ſhe, cloſe by fair Seffos Rream, 
(With that within her throar roſe flegme) 
Neer to that place there Rtands a Cioyſter, 
(Poor ſoul ſhe coughs and voids an Oyfter) 
Leander Role his foot upon it, 4 
And treads it out with yailed Bonnet, 

She thanks Leandey for his pains, 

And for another ſoftly rains ; 

Her choler laid, the (aid, mark well, 

And underſtand what I theo tell : 

Come then, my love, in twile of night, 

The time when Owl and Bats cake flight: 


| In lower window I will place, 


A Taper bright as eyes in face ; 

Which light ſhall be thy loadeftar brighc, 
Through waves to guide thee in the night ; 
And with that word, like Ivy wound 
About his neck, arms claſped round ; 
Venus did nere more dote on Dor , 


Whoſe heat in love was cold as ſtone, Not Don 
, . Dego, fe 
Thea Hero did on ſpringal young ; hated & 
So dewn they fell together clupg, Spaniard, 
B4 Upon 


[8] 
pon a Primeroſe hill moſt ſweet, 
Thcir lips being joyn'd, their tongues did greer, 
So kigh did growthe fragrant flowets, 
Made tre(h by youthfal eApril ihowres. 
Bur when ſhe ſaw them lye ſo cloſe, 
hc put the flowers under her noſe: 
_ . Ando 2pproachingto the place, 
* 1: 120%* * Where they lay panting face to face ; 
£4 160 | : 
males S09 kighdid grow the herbs ſo ſweet, 
$51: of 4 That cover'd them from head to feet 


P-e4/UTE Her Maid thengot into a tree, 


Vhereplain ſhe mighr theſe Lovers ſee, 
7.cander found the watery brook, 

t They are VV b-rc gever fiſh was cdught with book, 
cailcd 744 Y.: bobbing there had been good ſtore, 
tp "> tf V\ ib great red worms, ſome three or four, 
a _ " {Ja, who lath (een a {tr!1cken Deer, 
3110 holes. Or from his eyes in water clear, 
,* 4 Mcd- A dabied Duck with dirt bemir'd, 
lar by the So Hero lay with pleaſure tir'd. 
Phils) 6 * On Mediar branch the Maid doth fit, 
rr +} One Mcdlar with a mcany met ; 
be az O- Thbuugh ſhe was there, there was to ſee, 
pen-»Arſc. Noching but MeClars on the eree. 


Wee'l 


[9]. 
Wee'l leave the Maid upon a crotch, 
Holding by hands, fitting on notch: 
Bur the ſweet ſight did (o intice, 
T hat bough was met with her device. 

And now Leander gets him up, 

* And clos'd the acorn and the cup. 
His Cucko-piritle he did thruſt 
Into his Oxlip which was juſt , 
His Batchelors button, ſtrait as line, 
Made way into her Columbine. 
His hooded-haw k he then did bring ber, 
Which ſhe receivd with Ladies finger: 
His ſprig of Time, her branch of Ruc, 
His Primeroſe, and her Violet blue. 
Leander luſty ſpringal youth 
Djd now retire, *twas ſo ia truth: 


Who, like ſome youthful prodigal, 


Muft needs retire, having ſpent all, 
He now returned to his friends, 
Who bim receiv©d with fingers ends, 

The Maid was greedy, though but filly, 
She thought too much went by her belly; 
Oh, ſhe was wrap with that ſweet ſehr, 
That ſhe did long to enter fight, 


[10] 

Bychance a Weaver paſhyg by, 
Looking aſide, ſhe did him (py. 
Thea as Adonis horſe did fare, 
When he bcheld the Freex-land Mite, 
Breaking bis rains ty*d to a Trec, 
And cyen as like as like may be, 
| Setring the runt of horſe afide; 
wbbiſp, | Her rubbiſh did excel in pride. 
A She looking earnch at the Weaver, 
1 for The Medlar-branch ſooth did deceive her. 
Quoth ſhe, alaſs! ab me, ah me ! 
What, was I born to fall from tree ? 
Her cloaths her bead did canopy, 
She was all bare from head to knee, 
The man accutſt, whoſe trade was ſcurvy, 
Had thought the world had bin turn'd topfi-turyy, * 
Now be did tread as if on Eggs, 
He ſaw a Mcdlar *twixt ber leggs : 
T know not how theybere did fertle, 
But in che Weaver got his Shectle ; 
Where we will leave Tom-trumpery, 
To talk of other company. 

Leander baving fercht bis fees, 
Aud Hero baving covered knees. 


Quoth 


.-:.. R9- 

Quoth ſhe, 1 know thou arr no dodger, 
Sweet, have a care of truſty Roger, 
My Dear, quoth ſhe, my Lover true, 
Remember what you from me drew :; 
Remember you being full of quiblits, 
Remoy*d your Hares-head from my giblics. 

Wirh that afar of ſhe gan (py, 
* A fellow running with one eye, 
He wore, becauſe his head was bald, 
An old hats crown which hid the ſcald. 
His noſe was crooked, long, and thin, 
As ſharp and long appear'd his chin , 
His eye-brows bung upon his cheeks , 
His head did grow like bed of Lecks, 
His back did over-look bis head, 
One of his arms es door-rail dead : 
His fingers wore for Liveries , 
Nailslong as Cupids Quiyer is: 
Upon his back he wore coat blue. 
His face would make a dog to (que : 
His legs did go four wayes a” once, 
He was all skin,; fave ſome few bones. 
Then Hero ſ2id, The weary hour 
Is come for me to go to Toyre. 


[123 
Then farewel Loye, Leander (aid, c 
And ftrait ſhe whiltled for her Maid: 
By this Fobn Hedghogg drew him nigh, 
For that bis name was net to lye, 
His oneeye in her face did peer, 
Quoth he, whotd thought t' have found you bere ? 
Come; to your father you muſt go, 
Leander trod upon his toe, 
And ſaid, with biting of his thumb, 
That you ſaw me, no words but mum: 
$o puts his band to pocket twice, 
And gave him two Cans, or the price: 
Leander could no longer keep her, 
Amway ſhe goes with this hedg-creeper, 
He nowdevis'd what courſe to take, 
Fearing that Dough would be his Cake, 
If ir were known : $0 home he goes, 
* Paſſing the time in eating Slows, 
His mind doth run on Heroes Lap, 
At fathers door he now doth rap: 
Which Porter bearing turns the lock, 
With braxil ſtaff, and tomely Frock: 
Where we will leave him for a while, 


And unto Hero turn our ſtile, 
Fair 


d | 

Fair Hers having pail 2 Spont, 
She now Was come unto the Conton—— 
Tinent of Seftos, where ſhe dwelt: 
Her heart jn paſſion *gan to melt. 
Unto the Tower cloſe the took, 
And with her finger did unhook 
The Caſement, looking forth on ſtream. 
T he Star-lighr 42n on Flood to gleam: 
For now brave Titan baniſhe was, 
Now long leg*d Spiders creep on graſs; 
When Nightingales do fit and fing, 
With prick *gaink breaſt, and Fairics ring; 
T wo boures fill'« bath becn the guy 
Mcn now begin to go to Rut: 
When man in Rug doth cry in night; 
Look well to locks and fire-light: 
The time when Thomas with his team, 
Doth lug out dung, and men gin dream: 
When City Gates are ſhut, not openz 
t And Dutch men cry, Whar all «A-/lopen. 
About thistime fair Hero ſtaod, 
Watching Leander inthe Flood. 
She calls for Smock, and purs off foul, 
Waſhing her parts with Sope in Bowl, 


| Wa 
Her foot ſhe waht, O prety foot, 
( But yer I am not-come unto't;) 
Of knce ſhe waſhc.che comely pan, 
And now I come unto't anan: 
Her thighes ſhe waſht with veins ſo blue, 
* Her Pode likewiſe of ſable hue ; 
Below the bottom of her belly, 
Did grow a Toy; of ſhape moſt ſelly : 
Though enough to make a child afeac4d, 
Two Curral lips with a black beard. 
And us that beaſt that's kept for breed, 
Lets fly her water when (h* has need, 
Whick done, her Funnel ſhe turns out and in, 
Which was ſo like, as't the ſame had bin : 
Here will we leave her nak'd as nail; 
And to Leander turn our tale, 
Forth from bis Fathers houſe he went, 
Much like a Bird-bolt being ſent, 
From Brazil Bow and truſty ſtring, 
Wirb feathers of the Gray.gooſe wing. 
He took him toa truſty rock, 
And Rript him to the ebon nock. 
And being naked look*t like Mars, 
With purple ſcab-upon his A——— 


The 
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The ſeam betwixt his Cod that wear, 
Seem'd like to Cupids bow unbent; 
T he Cod his quiver, where his arrows 
Did hang, much like a neſt of Sparrows. 
But ſome may think this is a fable, 
He was fring'd with hair from Nock to nav'le. 
* Fogo, ſaith be, ſo forth he goes, 
The gravel got between bis toes. 
Now fear'd he Nepzune a8 a God, 
$:ill running with his hand oa Cod. 
O who hath ſeen a wanton Roe, 
Jump o're the Fearn, indeed even (o 
Thelively Skip-Jack mounts and falls, 
And till on Hero, Hero, calls. 
Even with that word, with ſpeedy movion, 
He lefps into the foaming Ocean : 
Th' enamoured Fiſhes *bout bim flock, 
Some play in arm- holes, ſome in nock : 
Exdimions love then ſhone outright ; 
He ſpi'd in Heroes Tower a light : 
And in the window looking out, 
A lovely face, that ſeem'd to pout. 
By this fair Hero might diſcere, 


Leanders head, but not bis Stern, 
Thax 


434 —_ ' * 
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T hat frisked underneath the waves: 
And this is all that Hcro craves, 
To (ce himſelf within her bed, - 
Whom billows beat now on the head. 
Leander now turns on bis back , 
| He yerks out legs and lets arms ſlack: 
* Here y#% * But then above the water floated, 
+ N06, The truc Loves-! ump, which Hero noted. 
be bid Fair Hero bad a goodly fight, 
mirze That could diſcern ſo far by night. 
He was much troubled with a Shad, 
That did purſue this loycly Lad ; 

Here the 4 The envious fiſh did (o torment him, 
"735 As had*t been I, I ſhould have ſhent him ; 
r,41ad And (aid, thou art a ſcabby fiſh, 
piſeth To nibble at fair Heroes diſli, 
[shc Fiſh. Hero did note how he was troubled : 

The water *bout Leander bubbled: 

Sbe looks Kill forth, kneeling on Mats; 

Fovextus meets a Shole of Sprars. 

T hey him bekege on every fide, 

Berwixt his arms and legs chey glide, 
+ . Neptune, the dreadful God of Scas, 
On whom did never ſick March-Fleas, 


vv. 


Taking 


[17] 
Taking in band his goed Eele Spade, 
Towards Leander treight be made : 
The Shad and Shole of Sprars did fiyc, 
Ar fight of Neptunes angry eye. 
The God then turn*d himup-fide down, 
And veiw*d his parts from heel cocrown : 
He dally*d wich bis clfine locks, 
And bears bim up frem ſhelf and rocks. 
His cheeks, his lips, his chin be iſt, . 
No part of Yonker Neptune miſt. 
Now Hero of his love made doubt, 
And wiſhe him there in yellow clour. 
His thigh ſo white he ſtill would feel, 
Then he would kick with bern and heel. 
Quoth Neptune thent © buxſome Boy, 
Nay, of my courting ſeem not coy. 
Do hear, live heve my lovely Lad : 
Ifle give thee Cad, cat Dace and Shad ; 
] am as great a God as Mammon, 
Thou ſhalt have Ling, Poor John, and Sammon. 
And if thou ſayft rhou wilt not blab, 
* Thog (halt haye LobRter, Prawn and Crab. 
I tell chee I am not Curmudgeon, 
Thou ſhalt have Rencher, Whicing, Gudgeon. 


[#8] 
| The fiſh that is by Weavers eaten, 
£1 zock-fiſb. That muſt be firſt with bectle beaten. 
Of Knights heard never are more Dubbins, 

T hou ſhalt have green-fiſh and their Gubbins : - 
I'le bring thee where theu ſhalr ſce Lis; | 
The lufty Oyſter, Shrimp, and Grig: 

Quoth he, thou {wimmeſt without force, 

And calls a Dolphin, mount this horſe. 

And when thy mind is ſomewhart laid, 

Thou ſhalt arive *gainſt Towsr of Maid. 

For well I know thou 'r: thither going; 

For all thy grinning, mocks, and mowing : 

I am, quoth be, if thou beet wrath, 

Keep in thy breath co cool thy broth ; 
| And ſo away from him he flics ; 
TR kind- * And water ſtood in N pune? eyes. 
"neſs will Bur he again, quarrel to pick, 
force tcars Said, bide with mez quoth he, ne nick, 
; ſometimes. With that the God, with ireful band, 

Caſt young Leander on the ſand: 
Where we will leave him, to lay ſooth, 
© He bad © 4 Sucking bis tongue with hollow tooth: | 
| tbe tooth- 'T he Warch of Seftos Tow:'r care down; 


&ebe. With Bill in hand, Murripn on Crown. 
Rug- 


Hd hot Er lite 
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Rug-gown on back, Lanthorn in hand, 

By two and two this ruſty band, 

Did take their way untothe Plat, 

Whereas Leander naked fat. 

T heſe Sons of night did ſtraight him ſpy, 

Whos there, quoth one? qugth he, *ris 1; 

'Tis I, quorh he, is that an anſwer ? 

It is, quoth be, wer't thou my Gragfire: 

The wilſeſt of chem then did ſcan, { 

And ſaid, ſure Neighbours *cis meer man. ; 

Nay ſaid another, that's. not ſo; " 
' For this hath nails you ſee on Toe: 

- Ahd meer man bath ne feet but fins, 

And this hath legs you (ee ang ſhins.. 

' Quoth one, to Sea ſhall bim-hune, 

Speak if Iſhallz with that the Cunt——— 

— table thus.ſpake, what words (pake he; 

I think, (ayes one, ſome two ar threes 

Go then in peace, and ſtrike him down, 

Then forth {teps-one with bill ſo brogn- 

A lowre-ey*d Knaye lapt up in rug, 

For manners like your Weſtern Pug. 

His name forſooch, was cleiped hartor, 


He was ce*n born at good Hegs-'N orton: 
C 2 This 


[20] 
| This Dormouſe without wit or  skill, 
Ran at Leander with his bill. 
Leander lying on his face, 
Not his back, Dunce running bis race: 
His binder parts bore ſomewhat bigb, 
Now was he come Leauder nigh: 
He lifts up bill to cleave a rock, 
- Bill fled from hands, Noſe truck in nock. 
Leander with a ſtart did riſe, 
And breaks his noſe faſt by his eyes; 
"F Pc r * Oh who bathſcen an archer good, 
Poaking for arrow-head with wood ; 
wikef : $0 far'd this Clot-pole noſe to find 
Ing S5mi- And grubbed till his eyes were blind: 
_ Burt all in vain, the more he ſtrove, 
The farther in bis noſe he drove. 
For th' noſe indeed it Ruck ſo faſt, 
He was forc* to leave ir, and agaft, 
Runs unto Harper plain to be 
There, Watchpaen bired with pence three. 
Who lifting up their gogling eyes, 
T key hear a voice, and thus it cries, 
My noſe, my noſe; my naſe and eyes. 


(22) 
And {till cow'rd them apace he haſted, 
Without his noſe his face all blaſted, 
Amway they ran for fear of foes, 

Kib*d heels to ſave they ran on toes. 
For baſt we leave them running Rill, 
And to Leandey turn our quill. 

Hero was all chis while in dumps, 
Now gins heto beflir bis tumps. 
Wrath for to ſay he now did ſmart, 
He could not pull out noſc by art. 
Well to be ſhort for fear of Watch, 
He runs to Tow*®r and pulls the latch, 
Divineſt Hero was in bed, 

T he door being ope, he in doth tread: 
Yet for no ear ſhould hear him travel ; 
From feet be wipes the Rony gravel : 
50 goes me on neerer and negrer, 
And with one eye did underpeer ber. 
Night being warm the cloaths were off, 
Sooth "rwas enough to catch a cough: 


. 


*|- Leandey tbeughg it was no matter, 


Though tecth within his head did chatter. 
One band he put upon her toe; 


The other on her buggle-boe. 
C3 Quoth 


22] 

Quoth he thus ſoftly, Hero, Hero: 

Away quoth ſhe, and come noneer-oh. + 
Yet thus ſhe ſaid when ſhe was waked, 

Fye upon pride when men go naked: 

A glimmering taper ſtood by bed; | 
Whichin and out did put his head : 

And by that light ſhe did bim know, 
Standing like image of Rye-dough. 
The well. hung youth then ſpake this word, 
Quoth he I muſt lay Knife a-board, 

I*ve (wum, quoth he, through thick and thin, 
Brine-waves have beat both neck and chin. 


Leander in her Haven caft eAnchor, 


He rides ſecure in Heroes rode, 

Now he begins to lay on load, 

I*mcome through watch and their brown bats, 
Now Hero feels his twittle-cum-twats. 

Alas poor ſoul ſhe did nor ftrive; 

Leander at her rump ler drive. 

He now forgot, as I ſuppoſe, 

Thas in bis hobler there was noſe. 

I'm come, ſaid he, from fide of ſhote, 


Where lowhie beggars fate of yore. 
And 


And now the beggar Lo > me 6 ing 
The love of the ({awphetuen King: 


Leanders tale. 


On this green bank he firſt did ſpy, 
One ſanay day the beggar lye, 
Diſplaying to fair Phebus-fire, 

The Marigold of Loves deſire, 

To Marigold I it compare, 

*Cauſe *twas the colour of her hair, 
Which ftill to Tizax was diſplayed, _ 
In window King ftands rich array, 
And ſpies by chance the beggar lyc, 
Back to the ground, face to the Sky. 
Then like the Snake ſhe caſt her Skin, 
Whole amel*d body cumbled in 3 (4 
Her mothers lap in apron green, 
And covered that, it was not ſcen: 
Her hair in goodly elf-locks huns J, | 
All down her ſhoulders, and among 
The roots of it, the Dandrif white, 
Like hoared frofts ſhining by night: 
When Phebe 24d her flyer train, 


The Yard, Orion, and (barles Wain. 
C4 


have been 
any mans 
caſe. 


. [24] 


Look down upon the Spyres of graſs; 


$0 ſprinkled was the head of Laſs, Shi 


$he wreath*d her bogy on one (ide, 
Her legs a mole. hil did divide. 


*Tz; might * Gawphetua's mouth did water ſhed, 


Fancies and teyes were in his head. 
Under her arm did Cupid lye, 
And ſhot Cawphetua in the eye. 


Who cloſely Rood in window peeping 
Whilk beggar poor en bank lay ſleeping, 


He took his love cre ſhe did riſe, 
And ſung this note with tears in eyes. 


Oh King, what ar: thou but x bubble 
That ſwims inſtreamſo ſwift 3 

T hy joy feox turns to grief end trouble, 
Much like « Boat a drift; * 
That ſevered is from poop of Ship, 
That wanders in the Ocean; 

The beggar turn'd upon ber hip, 
Then lay ſtill without motion, . 


. 


He takes me his Proſpettiwe Glaſs, 
My paſſion ſhall appear in prins, 


Make 


'E 


[25] 
Make ready Preſs good Hedger, 
$4y that Cawpherua ſaw « dint; 
And fell in love with beggar. 


Ah me poor Kfng! I'm now a captive made 
To one that bath no living, land, or trade. 
What ſhall I ay in this} what ſhall T de > . 
Shall I love her to foot bath nere a ſhooe ? 
I am a King, my ſtate in State is mighty, 
Shall I love her who bath (old Aqua-vitz? 
My rich bloud boyls at this ſo ſweet eſpial, 
Ey*n like a Boar, ſo chafes my Collop Royal. 
He calls for page, and kim for water fends; 
This way and that; he the proud Grifſel bends: 
T he reaſon why bis bobber Rood ſo Riff, 
Uncover'd lay the filly beggars cli#. 

As he was ſtanding his full view to take, 
He ſpy'd ber ſtretch, and Rretching *gan ro wake : 
Being big with Thomas, ſhe held up-one leg, 
And like the ant, one mole-hil laid her egg. 
Then did ſhe riſe with ſuch a trade behaviour, 
That Royalnoſe took winding of that favour; 
Which made him ſay, behold I eome to win thee, 


Now I perceive that thou haſt ſomething ia thee; 
Down 


” 
by 
ia n= 
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[36] 
Down, dewn he goes the beggar tobehold, 
And as hewent ke calls for purſe of gold. 


The end of this Paſrion. 


T he beggar now is come to pace of King, 


To beg for þtcad and meat, or bread and ling, | 
Which when the King beheld within his Portal, : 
Come, graſs and hay, quoth be, weare all mortal. 


She with acrutch did cry, God ſave his grace, 
The honeſt King bade all forſake the place. ; 


Which when the Lords and all the reſt, were 2one,. | 
Quoth he, ſpeak beggar, and ſpeak words but one, 


Wilt thou forſake thy beggars life, 
And leave off wearing patches? 


Thou ſhalt no more wear ſtring in knife, . 


He throws the beggar catches: 
Deer take this purſe; nay be not coy; 
The ſimple mutedoth ftand, 
Quotb he, my Liege, Perdon p Moy , 
So fell on knee and band. 
Thou ſhalt, quoth he, I do not mock, 
If thou wilt take my offer, 


Haye 
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Have ſtockin, ſhoo, and Hotland ſmock, 
Eke gold to put in coffer. 

Thy rooms they ſhall be hung with arras, 


Head Rtuck with filver pins: 


"Thou ſhalt no more (ell Roſa-ſolis, 


Nor buy the Concy-$kins. 
But firſt reſolve me truly this, 
Hath any tag or rag 
Put Probe into thy Orifice, 
Or water*d thy black Nag ? 


No, doughty Liege, T{erell you t true; 


T bough poor, I have been chaſt; 
No man did eyer here imbrue, 

Pointing beneath her waſt, 
With that be took her by the hand, 

Which was by Phebus parchr, 
Quoth heariſe, ariſe and ſtand : 

To lodg of King they marcht. 
Which when they came in room call*d private, 

None but themſelves alone, | 
At lowſie beggar he lets drive at, 

*T was dark, her name was Four. 
Dear Liege, quoth ſhe; away, quoth he; 

So layes her down on back ; 

And 


[28] 
[1 And with bis finger he doth not linger, 
| ® Tack, by «Bu pulls me out his tack. 
| _ '” His Taſſel gentle hedid pur 
{| bold reck, Into ber homely Mwe, 
His Rounfifal iv her Cob. nut, 
In bladder were Beans blue. 
He [aid her head againſt a ſtoop, 
She knew well his prerence: 
He taught the beggar her lyripoop, 
And paid ber odd five pence, 
He uſed art with both his thumbs, 
Quoth ſhe, dread Lord, no more; 
His Curral tickled her tooth-gums, 
Yet open ſtood the door: 
Witch fanger wet in came a Lord, 
Who heard a noyſe in houſe ; 
Sayes beggar now, dread Lord, no word, 
But peace and catch a Mouſe, 
T be noble ſpy'd them very ſoon, 
And fell low on his knee, 
Me ſaw King in bis boney-moon, 
And all to be ſhitten was he. 
Quoth Baron bold, Cawphetua then, 
Your Grace may have doun-pallet : _ 


Now 


[29] 

Noy ke regards not Noble man, 
* Bur tooft he goes ding-wallet, 

Her Hockly-hole Kings ſhould abhore, 
Being man was in that place; 

He puts ia Glaſting-uri-core 
Before the young mans face. 

Well, Noble man at laſt *gan call, 
Quoth King to Lord, godown, 

And bring me here a Camphire ball, 
I*le waſh from head tocrown. 

And as you go give order ftreight, 
Unto the Cook for ſupper; 

(T hine ear, ris matter of much weight) 
Bring brimſtone and ſweet butter, 

Ga ger thee gone, and bring with ſpeed 
T boſe things I have appointed; ' 

Of robes bring ſtore, truth is indeed, 
le have my King annoynted, 


Quoth Hers, What became of Tore? 
Sayevghe, Omnia vincit amor. 
He was o'recome, and glad to Hye, 
To place where muffled he doth lye. 


[30] 
Leander now made end of rale, 
Without ſhirt lineing, or ſhirt male ; 
Indeed his tale was well compaQ, - 
For every word he madeana@, 
Her legs were ty*d intrue-loves knot, 
Oa top of back, full well I wot : 
Poor ſoul ſhe lay like cheek of Oxe 
Stu*d in a por, or recking Socks, 
The Lark now {ngs with cheerful note, 
And morn was come as gray as groat : 
O day, quoth the, to love moſt cruel! 
Hero had mels of water-gruel, 
Which ſtood by bed before provided, 
And hand of Hero ſtreight it guided 
To mouth of Puny to make ſtrong, 
The knot of loyes white-leather-chong : 
Then up be flings, and with a ſtart, 
Quoth naked man, I muſt depart : 
Firſt *twixt her Pillars, cruth to (ay, 
Leander wrote, Ne ultra, . 
No ſooner he from bed did jump, 
Out flew the noſe with ſucha thump, 
That Heroes Father in next room, 


Did leave his bed and in did come. 
Leander 


[31]; 
Leandey hears the man of age, 
Who call*d for {word unto his page; 
He: ſe*ing him come; with much amazement, 
He runs, and creeps out at the caſement. 
His Calla-when-pen-cougb indeed, 
Was much indangered by his ſpeed, 
For hook of window got it faſt, 
And held him there, till all-agaſt, 
Fair Hero roſe and went unto him, 
And with her finger did undo him. 
He down docs fall without a word: 
At window ſtruck old man with ſword, 
Who ſc'ing on floor there lyc a noſe, 
Quoth he, I've paid him I ſuppoſe : 
T his was the time when Fryers gray, 
Did ring to Mattins break of day : 
When Poets good do wake to plot, 
And drunkard leaves bis cloak for ſhot; 
When Carriers put on ſhooes and hoſe, 
And Maids do empty ſtools call*d cloſe; 
' That wasthe time when Leander fell, 
From forth of windoy, truth to tell. 
He had forſook his divine Pillows, 


To fall among the raging billows, Ry 
Bluey 


[32] 

Blue-beard call'd Neptune, being mad 
For the diſgrace he lately had; 
T bis is the truth I need not blab; 
Turnfd young Leendey to a Crab: 
And made the Proverb, ſure *twas fo, 
That love muſt creep where 't cannot go: 
And becauſe bis dwelling was Abidos, 
He was doom'd ever to creep ſide-waycs. 

Poor Heroes (orrew now redoubles, 
* Heleft her in a peck of troubles: 
A ſcnſleſs man came to the Tow'r, 
One ſenſe be wants having but four, 
Now (mell my meaning if you can, 
Wieh him came Roger, Thomas, Tohn, 
And all the re of Mars bis crue, 
Whoſe eyes were black, ſome gray, none blue, 
| This Sheepſhead-rabble comes and knocks, 
As they would break ope all the locks, 
Fair Heroes farher in a rigor, 
Hearing that noyſe, runs down hike Tygor. 
Quoth he, who's there? what, are ye drunk ? 
And ftill the more they Rtir'd, they ſtunk. 
The Watch, ſayes one, open the Gare, 
The Watch, ſayes he, baving 3 ſhrewd pate. 
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He ope's the door, and ſtanderh fill, 
And ſpake theſe words, Whas is your will? 
Our will, quorh he, what call you that? 
And ſpi'd the Noſe pin'd in bis hat, 
Which when they all 'bf them eſpi'd, 
This, this is he, trike down they eri'd. 
Then rcund about they him inviron, 
And up they lift their ruſty icon. 
He brake away, and bade them baſe, - 
And after they did run apace: 
_* Andran dire, as I ſuppoſe, 
For ſtill the man did follow his Noſ: : 
He follow*d cloſe with dis defe& , 
And Rill his Noſe was bis proſpeR. 
Oh, had they catch him, them among, 
And all their bills at him they dune. 
Bur nore the pity of the Gods 
Extcnded toward theſe Hodmandods, 
And firſt for bim that loſt his Noſe, 

( The truth ro you I will diſcloſe ; ) 
Becauſe his face did ſeem to ſcowle, 
The Gods transform*d him to an Owl; 
And for this was i'th* dead of night, 
They doom*d him never by cap-light 


* A famous 


hs time. 


Surgeon in 


[34] 

To (hey his being ;, ſo God Pan 
Made the firkt Owl of a Watchman: . 
And when he thought to cry, My, Noſe; 
To whit zo hoo he ſhreekt, and up be roſe, 
And being compelled by th* angry God, 
He clapt bie wings and flue to * 76d. 

Yer the Gods fury was not done, 


T hey were transform*d cach mothers (on. 


Sayes one, Ye Gods, is it your will ? 


And ſpake no more, his mouth cearn*d bill: 


And cauſe the Owl he ſhould not mock, 


"Fhe Gods made-him be firſt Wood-cock: 


He wears the form of a Watchman ill, 
And will for aye, witneſs his bill. 

One Watchmaa he did ſtay behind, 
And be was turn'd to buzzard blind: 
The laſt was thinking how to run, 
Saying, a fair thred they have (pun ; 
Becauſc he (aid thele words in ſpight, 
He liv'd and difd a bird of night ; 

His j1l luck ſure I muſt not ſmother, 
He did watch that night fer another, 
And for becauſe his ſhape was ill, 

He never flies but in the twill 
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| [35] 
In memory of this miichance, 
The Record you may (ee in France, 
Upon each door where they muſt watch, 
In chalk they ſet on door or hatch, 
The very form of g birds foot : 
In England they come neerer tofr, 
For the three claws you plainly ſee, 
T hat is for every claw a peny. 


But now to old man in a trance, 
We muſt proceed to his miſchance : 
And to his grief, and much miſprifion, 


"We'll tell what hapned in bis Viſion. 


There came to him, as *twere in fight, 
4 lovely Lady, but no Knight. 

The Lady ſeem*d for Lover loſt, 

To be on bed of Nettle toſt ; 

Of Nettle; worſe! for to thequlck, 
She often kad indur*d the prick 
Wichour complaining, and poor ape, 


To her it ſcem*d but as a f Jape. t eAn old 
As Poet-witty well could ſay, word, bus 
A ſport, a merrimenr, a play, "5 


Buc ſhe poor Lady almoſt frantick, 
D 2 As 


[36] 
As you may (ee in arras antick; 
With hair diſhevel'd romcs about, 
Vowing to find Leander out, 
And ger him in where no baſe patch, 
With painted aff, no rugged watch ; 
No nor her father with head hoary, 
$hould come to interrupt the ſtory : 
T hat is, ſhe meant for her delight, 
Leander in ber book ſhould write. 
And blame her not to rave with randing; 
For lhe had loſt ber underſtanding, 
Which Randing itiffly to her, might have pur, 
* Nocut * Some comfort to have cur*d her cut. 
| _—_ But I too far digreſs, this fearful ſight, 
The aged father from his wits did fright, 
Or them from him, I know not whether; 
Bur ſure I am chey went not boch cogether, 


A mad old man he was, and lo he dy'd. 
Eair Hero, like the wench thar cry*d, 
Till the was turncd to a ſtone, 

Eor her Leander made her moan. 

But when ſhe heard, poor filly drab, 
That he was turn'd into a crab> 


She then fell down as flat as Flownder. 
Her Floodgates opeft , and her own water drown*d 
(her* 


— —— 


THE EPITAPH. 


They both were drown'd,whil'f| Love and 
Fate contended ; 
And thus they both pare fleſh , like pure 


fiſh ended. 
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Dwarfe, | 
BY from this Farref $quirez fly, cruſt ſpark © 


I feare like Child whom Maid hath left in 
_ («at 


” %\ 
5s Md 


Fquare, 

coward baſe, whoſe fear will never lin, 
Til's t ſhrink thy heart as ſmall ahead of pin : 
Lojr, with, prery, finger ia her eye,...... 

Lamenss het Lamkin Knight, and ſhall I fly? 
Is this a.tims far blade to ſhift for's (elf, 
When Gian vile calls Knight a ſneaking Elf 2 
This day (a day as fair as heart could wiſh) 
T his Gyant Rood gn ſhore of Sea to fiſh; 
For angling Rod, h he took a ſturdy Oake, 


For line a Cable, that in Rorm nefre broke; 
D 4 His 


[472] 
His hook was ſuch as heads the end of Pole, 
Taylucle dowp hov(e, cre fire conſumes it whole + +. ., 
HithookwadB rired4vith 1 Dri$6nsail, Fa. - 
And then on Rock he ſtood, to bob for Whalc: 

Which &raic he cgfit, an#nimblFomhe did pack 

With ten cart,load of 6 dinner on his back, | 
So homeward bygt) bis eyc cool, agd cyantd$ | 
Spies Knight and L 2dy, by a hed ; a ſunning. 


That Modicum of meat he down did lay, 
(For it was all he cat on Faſting day. ) 


| 
They come in's rage, he Fpurds' up huge cree roots, | 
Now ſtick to Lady \Knicht, and up with boots. 


Enter Gyent, Knight, Damfſcl. 
Gyan, 
Bold recceant wight : what” fate cid kicker &af" 
| : (thee, 
To tempt bis wy chat ba's ſuch power to miſt” 
A 1: ( thee” i 
How durft thy ine Damſel hither wander >" * © | 
What was the ralk you by yond hedg did mander.” avy | 
Dampſel, MEIN | ls | 
Paticnce (weet man of might: alas,heaven TX) "30-24 
We only hither came to gat ber flows. wy 


. , Fd 


And 


| 


| 


[41T; 
And bullies two or thrze,for rruth to tell ye, 
I*velong*d fix weeks, with them to fill my belly. 
I'fecks , if 4 TGIERY it ,, nought ciſe was meane 

( ſore/ 
By his our cjoune; hich Brants call adventure; 
Gyan, - 
Shall I grow metk as babe, when eyfry Trull is 
$9 bold to ſteal'my flows, and pick my bullies ? 

Knight, 

Fear not , let him ſtorm on,” an:{};I! you rough-. 

| (er,. 
Thou that art brjg ht as,candlc clearid, 4 byſufer, 
Canſt nereendurea, blzmill oreclips, -: | 
Erom ſuch a book-nos*d, foul mauth'd:blober lips + 
Ere he, ſhall:boaſt he-us*d thee-thus c@ his people, 

Tie ſee bio fight: havg's "_ as __ _a—_ 

Gyants $77 boF ; 293-2;4Qv* - 
If I but upward: heavemy Oaken ewig,. , 
I; 4cachebee-playsheoT omboy, ber the Rig, 5 
Wighin- my forreft bounds; what doch the ail, 

Bu: ſhe may ſerv6&au Gogh rojo my: Whale? - 
In-this her Damſelatice,atdeobe'of Huuſrier, —- 


She hall (ouſt IN IER aid — harf.+ 


: nov4þi! 1,93 + 29-15 » i 05 41% (ned? 
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Knight, «5 03 17 42299 boy: 
Meoriſter vile, thou mighty ill-breiZubber, TW 
Artthou not mov'd to ſee her whine and blubber ? 
Shall Damſel fair (as thou muſt needy: confeſs her: 14 
With Canvas apron, Cook thy meat at Drefler ? +, 
Shall ſhe thav is of ſoft and pliant'mentle,;  ! ' #7 
(Whoſe fingers filk-would gaul) now-ſ{cowre a Ket- 7 

(tle;? 
Though aot to ſcuffle given, now-Ifle thwart chee, « 
Lee Blogze thy daughter ſerve for ſhillings forty. 
*Tis meeter (I cbink)ſuch ugly Baggaees 
Should in a Kitcbin drudg for yearly wages, 0 
Then gentle ſhe,:who hath been bred'ts Rand 49 T 


. . 
59 4 
«144 
# 


Necr Chair of Queen, with Iſland Shock inthand, - 

A: Queſtiong'and Commands all aig ht wo play, -- j 

- And amber, Poſlits eat at break of day; IRENE 
Or ſcore out husbargds in-the chare6te/ aſhes, 20G 131 
With Coufitey: _— © not: ng Conttry | 


Ys i F wW: 509 Swaſhes') 
Hath beth beeBreodiag Mil; ain fit far, th 
To play an Vinginals andrbe Girtar)oiT 24 2: = 


Then tir a; Seaxcaalfire,orifcum.a Eluſtvon,-r HEINE 


Whenithou'rt to" break thy faft on a Bulls ou FRA8 
| Gyan, 


[43] * 
Gyans, 


Then I perceive I muſt lifr up my Pole, 

Anddeal your Love-rich noddle ſuch a dole, 

That every blow ſhall make ſo buge a clatter, 

Men ten leagues off ſhall ask, Ha! what's the 
matter ?- 


Damſecl; 
Kind grumbling youth! I know that thou art able 
And want of breeding makes thee proud to ſquable; 
Yet ſure thy nature doth compunRion mean, 
Though (las!) thy Mother was a ſturdy Quean: 
Let not meek Lovers kindle thy fierce wrath, 
Bat keep thy bluſtring breath to cool thy broth. 


Knight, | 
Whine not my love , his fury ffreight will waſte 
(bim, 
Stand off a while, and ſce how 1fle lambaft him. 


$quire, 
Nom look ta't Knight , this ſuch a deſp*rate blade 


| (is, 
In Gaule be ſwing*d the valiant Sir Amadys. 
Dwarfe, 


— 


Dmarfe; _ 
With bow now Cupid ſhoot this Son of Punk, 
With Crofle. boy elſe, or Pellet out of Trunk ! 


Gyant, ; 
Ifle trike thee til! thou ſink where the abode is, 
Of weights that ſneak below, call*d Antipodes, 


Enter Merlyn, 
My art ſhall turn this combarte to delight, 
They ſhall unto fantaftick mulick fight. 


SSOSSS: SSESLN 


GO ME (hriftian people all give ear, 
Unto the grief of us, 

Caus'd by the death of three children dear, 
T he which it hapued thus. 


And che there befel an accident, 
By faals of 4 ((arpenters Son, 
Who to Saw chips bis ſharp Axe lens, 
Woe worth the tixic may Lon 


May 


[45] 
May London ſay, Wo worth the Carpenter, 
And all ſuch Block-bead fools, 
Would he were hang*d up like 4 Serpent bere, 
For jeiling with edg-tools. 


For into the chips there fcll a ſpark, 
Which Pat out in ſuch flames, 

That it was known into Southwark, 
Which tives beyond the Thames. 


For Loc the Bridg was wondrous high 
With water underneath, 

Ofre which as many falhes fly, 
«As birds thercin doth breath. 


Ana yet the fire conſum'd the Bride, 
N ot far from place of landing, 

And though the building was full big, 
Ir fell down not with ſtanding. 


And eke into the water fell, 
So many Pewter diſhcs, 
That aman might have taken up very well, 


Both boyld and roaſted Fiber, 
eAnd 


[46] 
eAnd thus the Bridg of London Tows, 
For building that was ſumptuous, 
Was All by fire Half burnt down, 
For being too contumptious, 


eAnd thus you have all, but half my Song, 
Pray lift to what comes after; 

For now I have cool'd you with the Fire, 
Ile warm you with the water. 


Ifle tell you what the Rivers name is, 
Where theſe children did ſlide-a, 

It was fair Londons ſwif;eſt Thames ; 
That keeps both time and Tide-a. 


eAll on the tenth of January, 
To the wonder of much people: 

"Twas froxcn ore; that well *twould bear, 
eAlmoſt a Country Stceple. 


Three Children fliding thereabout s, 
pon @ place too thin, 

Thas ſo at laſt it did fall our, 
Thas they 414 all fall in. 


i047) 
eA great Lord there was that laid with the'King, 
eAnd with the King great wager makes : 
But whes he ſaw he could not win, 
He ſeight, and would have drawn ſtakes. 


He ſaid it would bear 4 man for to ſlide, 
eAnd laid a hundred pound; 
The King ſaid it would break, and ſo it did, 
For three children there were drownd. 
Of which ones head was from his Should-o— 
Ers ftricken, whoſe n«me was John, 
Who then cry*d out as loud as be could, 
O Lon-a Lon-a London. 


Ob! cut-tut- cucn from thy ſinful race, 
Thus did his ſpeech decay : 

I wonder that in ſuch a caſe, 
He had no more 10 ſay. 


And thus being drownd, a lack, a lack, 
The water run down their throats, 
eAnd ſtopt their breaths three houres by the Clock, 
Before they coulll get any Boats. 
Tet 


£48] 
Te Parents all that c.uldren have 
Aud ye that have none yetz | 
Preſerve your children from the grave, 
' eAnd teach them at home to fin. 


For had theſe «t Sermon been, 

Or elſe upon dry ground, 
Why then I would xever have been ſcen, 
If that-they had been drown'*d. + 


Even 454 Huntſman tyes his dogs, 
For ſear they ſhould go fro him, 

So zye your children with ſcverirics clogs, 
Unty *um, 42d you'l undo 'um. 


God bleſs our Noble Parliament, 

And rid them from all fears, 
God bleſs all ;h* Commons of this Land, 
And God blefs ſome 9th Peers. 


a tt i. 


= 


A by 


It 


Op 


- 


[49] OY 
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THE PIGG. - 


C1] 
Sing not Reader of che 5ghe 
'Tixt Bailiffs and that doughty Knight 
Sir Ambroſc, ſung before : 
Nor of that diſmall Counter ſcuffle, 
Nor yer of thai Pantofle, 
They ſay the Virgin wore. 


[2] 
No Tyrkey- cock with Pigmyes fray, 
Oc whether then did get the day, 

Nor yet Tom ((oriots ſhooes ; 
Nor yer the ſwine. fac'd Maydeng head, 
Ith' Netherlands they ſay was bred, 

Is (ubjeRt of my Muſe, 


[3] 


Bat in Rhime Doggrill I ſhall cell, 
What danger to« Pig befell, 


E As$ 


[50] 
As 1 can well rehearſe ; 


As true as if the Pig could ſpeak 
On Spit, in Proſe would either ſgueak, 


Or grunt it out in verſe. 
[4] | 
A boyſterous rout of armed Hoſt : 
Juft,as the Pig was ready roft, |W 
© - Ruſht in at doors, ( God bleſs us | } I 


The Leader of this Warlike rout, 
$trong men at armes, and ſomack ſtout, 
I ween was Captain Beſſus, 


[5] 


They lately had in Scorlend been, 
Wohere they ſuck tore of Sows had ſeen, 
That garr'd them hate their Babbies : 
And Beſſus men neer Nortou lay, 
Where Pigs you know on Organs play, 


That once belong'd to abbeys. | = 

[5] \ 

— Tr was a Tithe Pig I confeſs, Th 
And ſo the crime might be no leſs, Thi 


Thenif't a Cafſock wore; [© 
NT RE But 


(513 
But yer in Orders it was nere, 
Nor ever preach, unleſs it'were, 
Tch* cub the night before. = 


' | Nor was it Popiſkly nhl, 


Altbough by forreR law theſr kind, 
Are taught to uſe the Ring : 
What though ic wore a Scarlec-Coar, 


| Te nere appear'd ich* Kirk co voue, 


, For her Fine Baby King, 
[8 
But right or wrong, ſuch dainty Cates 
Were nere ordain*d for Reprobates, 
The fart o*th carth is theirs ; 
The Saints by Faith and Plunder have 
An heritance, and muſt inſlave, 
Malignants, and their Heirs, 


4 
'Fall on, fall on 5 they cry aloud, 
\T bis Pig*fs of antichriſtian brood, 


You'l find weare no Daftards ; 
Their teeth ſo ſharp, their Romacks keen 
T hat Marriots you would them ween, 


Or Word of Kents own Baſtards, 
K 3 Bu 


[52] 
[10] 
But now to tell how from che pawes 
Of th'unlicke Whelps with gceedy jawes 
This pigg eſcap'd , hereafter; 
As then our bcllics gan to prank it, 
(Thanks to Beſſe for that gacd banquet ) 
Will fill yoar mouth with laughter, 
| 
A turdy Laſſe wich couraye bold, 
On Pigg,and (pir,and all, laid hold, 
And ſworc (lic would it reſcue ; 
For whether they their tecth did (er, 
| For anger, or for hunger wher, 
She way*d not that a feſcue. 
[ 12 
This brave incounter hd you ſeen, 
You would have [worn ſhe ſhould be Queen 
Of th*Amazons, or Fayries ; 
And if !he make good the retrear, 
Her ſol: prote&refile wee'l create 
Of Mils-maids and their Daryes. 
[13] 
' Up Raires ſhe marcherhin a rrice, 
And lafcly convay*d is the Greice 


Inte |. 


[533 


Iato ty Ladies chamber ; 

Such holy grounds got trad by thoſe, 
Whoſe armpits, and whoſe [ocklefle coes, 
Are net lo [wet as amber. 


[14] 

The Jews nere ear their paſcball Lamb 
Tn balf ſuch baſt, as we did cram 

TT his pig uato our dinners : 

Like Presbycerians we did feed, 

No grace that day our meat did need, 
For that belongs to flaners. 


[15 ] 
Aad when the ſtory of che Pigg 
VVas done; the pettitoes a Jigg 
Came tripping in ar Supper 3 
'T'vras neat and drink to us to (ec 
The ſouldiers by the Jade co be 
Thus cbruſt befides the crupper. 


E- 3 ON 


[54] 


ON - £60 
DOCTOR GILL, 


Maſter of 


PAULS SCHOOL. 


EN Pauls {burch-yard in London, 
There dwells a noble Ferker , 
\ T'cke heed you thas paſs, 
Leſt you tafle of this Laſh ; 
Foy I have found him a Ferker : 
$ till doth be cry, 
T'tke bim up, 
Take him up, Sir, 
#ntiruſs with expedition.” 
O the Bugchen tool, ; 
Which be winds ith* $chool, 
Frights worſe then an Inquiſition. 


Tf that you chance z0 gaſs there, 
eAs doth rhe man of Blacking, 

He inſutss like « Puttock , 

O're ahe prey of the Burtock ; 


Wit 


055] 
v Witha whiqt Aff ſcyds bins packing. 
Still doth, &c. 


For when this well truſs*d Troutsey, 
Into the School doth enter, 

With his Napkin as bis Noſe, 

«And his Orange ftuft with (loves : 
On any Aſs befl yenter. 
Still doth, &c. 


French manwoid of Engliſh, 
Enquiring for Pauls Sreeple. 
His pardon & Moy, 
He counted 4 toy, 
For he.whipt bim before all yeople. 
$tj11 doth, &c. 


A Welch mus once was whipt there, 
| quil be did boſhis bim, 

His Cuds-PInttera-Nail, 

Gould v03 prevail, 

For be whips the Cambro-brittsin. 
S311 49th, &c. 


[56 
A Caitin of the Train'd-Band, 
Sirnem'd Cornelius Wallis : 
We whipt him ſo ſore, 
Forb behind and hefore : 
He noteht bis Aſs like Tallis. 
Still doth, &c. 


For & piece of Beef and Turnip, 
Negleed with 4 ((4bbage « 
He rook up the Male Pillion, 
Of his bouncing Maid Gillian, 
«And ſowc't ber like « Baggage. 
Still doth, &c. 


rA Porter came in tydely , 
eAnd diflurb'd the humming Concord ; 
.. He took up bis Frock , 
And paid his Nock , 
«And ſawc'd him with bis own (ord, 
Still dovh he cry, &c, 


GILL 


[57 
GILL upon GILL, 


OR, 
Gills Aſs uncas'd, unftripr, 
unbound. 


G IR, did you methis Epiſtle ſend, 
which is ſo vile and lewdly pen'd ; 
In which no line I can efpy 
Of ſenſe, or true Orthograpby. 
So ſlovenly it gocs, 
In Verſe and Proſe, 
For which I muſt pull down your Hoſe : 
0 good Sir, then cry'd he, 
Tn private let 3t be,. 
eAnxd do not ſawce me openty. 


Yes Sir, I'le ſawceyeu openly, 

Before Sound and the Company 3 

eAnd that none at thee may take heart, 

Though thou art Batchelour of «Art.: 
T bough thoubaſt paid thy Fees 
For thy Degrees : 


Tet 


[58] 

Yet I will make thy Aſs to ſteer z 
And now 7 dh begin C1. 
T's threfb it on thy chin, 

For 07 Ry bang 6 Fu GTE: ; 7 


Firf for the Theams which wes me "Thy 


| Wherein much non-ſenſe thou didſt vent ; 
© hen he »And for that barberoxe piece of Greek, 
Clark For which in Garcheus thou didf ſeck, 

oe nd And for thy faults not few, 

"bybk In tongue Hebrew ; 

lace 10be- For which s Grove of Birch is due ; 

nePſa/m Therefore me not beſcech 

: "a T's pardon now thy breech, 
burch, Por I'le be thy Af Leach, Aſs Leach. 


Next for the offence thes thou didft give, 
iſe and When ar in Trinity thou did9 live, 
rw And badft thy eAſs in Wadham Coll. mult, 
wu For bidding fng, * Quicunque vule, 

eAud for tþy y Blanketting, 
And. many ſuch a thing, 
© For which thy name in Town doth ring, 
And none deſerves ſo ill, 


Fd is 


59] 
T's bear 4s bad 4s cal 
Thy name it is « Proverb ſtill, 


Next fince thou 4 Preacher were, 

, Thou venteft haft ſuch raſcal Geer, 
For which the French men all cry d fie, 
To bear ſuch Pulpis Ribauldry, 

And ſorry were 10 ſee, 

So worthy 4 degree, 

$0 ill to be beflow'd on thee; 

But glad am I 10 ſay 

The Maſters made thee ftay, 
Till thou in * Quarto didf them prey. 


But now remains zhe vileſf thing, 

The Ale-houſe barking *geinft vhe K. 

And all his brave and Noble Peers, 

For which thou ventredfit for 2hy care; 
And if thou hadft thy right, 
(ut off they had been quine, 

And thou hadft been a Rogwe in fight : - 
But though thou mercy find, 
Tet I'te not be ſo kind, 

Bus I le jerk thes behind, behind. 


FINIS. 
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